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A feat of balance 


Regulated movement calls for endless feats of balance, but we pride 
ourselves on constant versatility. Springs are the balancing force 
of this mechanical age, and for over fifty years our springs and 
pressings have maintained a bigh standard of performance in the 
mechanical field. Beyond this, we are always ready to design and 
manulacture a new spring for a new function. 


THE TEMPERED SPRING 


COMPANY LIMITED 


Were een « 
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A delightful 
sports blouse 
at a moderate 
price 
lovely colours. 
Rain resistant 


and washable 


in case of difficulty Diease write for name of your nearest stockist to 


| WINDAK LTD., WOODSIDE, POYNTON, CHESHIRE. 





All6n 


BRYLCREEM 


HAIR CLEANLY 


a 
BECAUSE 
the pure oils in Bryicreem 


are emulsified to prevent 
excessive oiliness 





BECAUSE 


with massage Bryicreem 
ensures a clean scalp, 
free from dandruff 


BECAUSE 


Bryicreem contains 
No guM, No soap, 
no spirit, no starch 





Bryicreem your hair 


Brylcreem, the perfect 
hairdressing, comes in 
tubs 1/8, 2/6 and 4/6, or 
\_ handy tubes 26 








rovds 91/6 
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why 





There's an uncommon perfection about the hang of Daks —and about the 
quality of the cloth. This, indeed, has never been more true than it is today. 
Daks worsteds, for instance, are woven with a two-fold warp and weft, 

which produces superb texture and extremely long wear. Handle them! 

The gaberdines, pinpoints, corduroys, and indeed all Daks cloths, are in the 
same aristocratic class. When you remember the comfortable self- 
supporting waistband, and shirt-controlling rubber pads, can you wonder 
that converts to Daks are always increasing ? 


Daks £2,000 golf tournament at Wentworth Club, Surrey, on 25, 26 and 27 June, 1952, 
Organised by the Professional! Golfers’ Association. 





SIMPSON TAILORED 
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and your ‘French’ 
will be perfect! 


Here's why . Because today, 
as when it was first blended 150 
years ago, Noilly Prat is France's 
ii. premier Vermouth. The 
Vermouth whose delicate 

.« perfection blends so well 

_ with gin: that is the 

} making of any cocktail 

that calls for ‘ French’ 


Yee That is Noilly Prat 
3 still made only 
te in France from 
French grapes with all the 
traditional French skill in the 


treatment of wine 


Noruty Prar 


REAL FRENCH VERMOUTH 
Blended and Bottled in the BIG Bottle in France 


MPORTED BY WM. CHAS ANDERSON & CO., 6 LIME STREET, LONDON, E.C.3 


Phe wisest of woodsmen will 
chop more cheerfully in one 
of these Radiac half-sleeve 
sports shirts! Well cut in 
pleasant plain colours, 
they're an asset to any 
sportsman at prices 
which are sportingly 
varied to suit everyone 
Moleoyre, Hoge, March & Ce. Lad 


Lowden & Maw bester 
cm 


| Maximum U.K. prices 





33,9 per bottle 
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17/7 half boctle: 9/2 qtr. bortle: 3/7 miniatures 
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. How much money 
Re can I take with me? . 


Every monetary problem that arises when you are arrang- 
ing to go abroad can be dealt with promptly through any 
branch of Lloyds Bank, 

The Bank will tell you how much money can be taken, 
issue Travellers’ Cheques or Letters of Credit and permitted 
amounts of foreign currency, and undertake any other 
monctary arrangements that may be necessary for any 
journey on business or pleasure, across the Channel or 
across the world. 


Let LLOYDS BANK ee) 


look after your interests 


Today more than ever it is sound 








economy to travel by air, whether on business 





or pleasure. Save time and conduct your 
affairs on a “ personal on-the-spot " dasis, 


Ingram users enjoy com~ wherever it may be. Enjoy typical 
fortable quick shaves, 

followed by a reassuring, Scandinavian food and hospitality by flying 
menthol-cool eee 

For Ingram’s ti 

te Bs — a SAS wherever your destination. 

face lotion. Share their 

pleasure by trying 

Ingram for yourself! 

You'll find Ingram a Bookings through your usual Travel Agent. 
great comfort —— both to 





combines its SCANOIWAVIAN AIRLINES SYSTEM 


185, Regent Street, London, W.1! . - Telephone. &EGent 6777 


OwWH Face lotion 32, Deansgate, Manchester,3  - : - Telephone: Deansgate 6295 


Prestwick Airport, Ayrshire, Scotland + Telephone: Prestwick 7272 


A PRODUCT OF BRISTOL-MYERS, LONDON AND NEW YORK 


S27 = 
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Gilding the 


LILLET 


every bon viveur whe likes a dash of “Apry 
in ead Lillet there's another who prefers a dash 
sand Anisette. Yet a third school of thought 
impieet and beet cocktail is 2/3 Gin, 1/3 Lillet 
we of lemon peel. Which of all these makes 
aperttit’ Try them and give the decision 
WU oorld Cochtad Competstron Lillet was a 
maim omg redsent om the iit amd 4th cocbhtads chosen 





Laeavence Poantnery Mill, Lomton, BC 4 


lhe Quality Cigarette 


tyr iit) 
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Packed 


























Saree. ¢ F, 

If goods are worth making and worth 
advertising, they are worthy of good 
packing! Manufacturers whose trade- 
marks are household words realise this 
and pack their products in “‘ FIBERITE”’ 
cases. Thus they increase their prestige, 
but packing costs stay low. Yes, it pays to 
let the ‘‘FIBERITE” trade-mark give your 
goods the hall-mark of good packing. 


~"FIBERITE =: 


PACKING CASES 


THAMES BOARD MILLS LTD. 
PURFLEET - ESSEX 


Manufacturers of 
“THAMES BOARD” for cartons and other uses; 
“ PIBERITE” Packing Cases; “ ESSEX" Wallboard 


Od-16e-e8 
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In writing this advertisement 
we must work on the assumption 
that you are completely ignorant 
technically speaking to an authority 
on micrometers we learn they come in 
various sizes and go to engineers of various 
sizes for instance a tiny engineer once 
went flat out trying to measure the 
accuracy of his huge four feet 
fy wheel while weighing up the problem he was 
weighed right down by the micrometer he was using 
when he came to Accles & Pollock also went to a lot of trouble 
to straighten him out with a really light weight tubular steel 
frame for his micrometer he is now able to make light 


work of any measuring job and come out right on top 


“Have you a trumpet handy?” 
is the title of a book published by Accles & Pollock 
which will be sent to anybody who is seriously anxious to 
have help through tubes. 


Acctes @ Poliock Lid + Oldbury + Birmingham + A ® creo : Makers and mampulotors of seamless tubes in stainless and ether deals. 
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GOOD WINE OUT OF THE ORDINARY 


there @ Mechierranean living eithawt Conta | a! 
ontal Currem y § acres of gardens doping 
down to your private sca Wonmtage 
your own tems, squash, ballroom, 


SERCIAL. Dry 
Write tor brochure Bb — _ 
esa Perfect before dinner 
sunny -go-round BUAL. Rich 
at the 


Bee The dessert Madeira 
ws : 
| Papperiat. | uaMadeira  sinen | 
QUAY t 


THE ENGLISH HOTEL IN THE 
MEDITERRANEAN MANNER = 


— — 





— ENJOY A PERFECT HOLIDAY 


ot the 
THE WORLD'S | / Fort Anne Hotel 
GREATEST Laur vUUW COUGLAS, ISLE OF MAN 


mn Excellent Sees Sones Sour comtort. 
. Cvertookm: pen all che year. 
BOOKSHOP / | Apply Brochure, H..CAHN, Manager. Phone $03. 
oF \ a a 
Eo .£s “MELANYL” 
° oe eooeeé6-. 
Stock of over = THE MARKING INK 


Y | 
INDELIBLY 
volumes ; -—— 


























New, secondhand Post your 
and rare Books o SS e 
vowel ( GABLES \ Paz 


are | cancel distance | Films + 


have 4 first-class Postal Library 


119-125 A HE DOES 
CHARING CROSS ROAD = | 


° ° r 
me 
LONDON WC2 SaY tL wa J, |23 BRIDGE STREET ROW, 
Gerrard (660 (16 lines | CHESTER 


th New 


| 133,134 HIGH ST. OXFORD 
& | 25 THE PROMENADE, a 
Tottenham Cr. Rd | wrapper fe 


oie CHELTENHAM easy posting 
Post Office Cable © Weel Sorviets , | Famous for ‘MAGNA PRINTS" Ree) 
i 


VULFIX 
“sae 


\ Shaving BRUSH 


. AUTOMAGIC 
The Brush with the 2 years’ guarantee. wages Acoma 
e 


THE PROGRESS SHAVING BRUSH Co. ite =| does more—better! 
MOTTRAM STREET STOCKPORT, CHESHIRE | 
“9. LEADENHALL STREET LONDON, €.¢.3 


THEM BEST 























THOR APPLIANCES LTO. 64.66 OXFORD STREET LONDON W.i 
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Heads of State 





PAIR 


We shall be happy to send you 
a folder of the patterns in 
which our men’s *‘ Viyella’ 


sports shirts and men's 
an Clydella * pyjamas are obtain- 
able. Write to Dept. P9/S, 


William Hollins & Company 
Limited, Viyella House, Not- 
tingham If necessary we 
will gladly give you the name 
of your nearest shop 





of most wear hats by... 





Lincoln Bennett 


162 Piecadilly (Corner of St. jJomes’s Street), and from 





the best men's shops everywhere. Prices fram 39 ‘6d 





) —a King of England rode | 
a winner at Newmarket? | 
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Sec he cae There's nothing to equal 


beheld 


fee * % 

4 sportsmen, | 
‘Sleoeae| I Jayella 
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Bets by Telephone, Letter and Telegram S£S0. 
YOU CAN DEPEND ON iF IT SHRINKS WE REPLACE 


~ : CvES j a = - : Bs oe é; 
David Cope Ltd., Ludigate Circus, London, £.C.4 | ana 


<==) GULIAM HOLLINS @ COMPANY LIMITED noTTincuam 
—! The Worlds Best Kaown Turf Accountents . 
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Life's a cartwheel when you're bursting with 
health! And it's the energy-packed whole- 
meal rye of Ryvita that puts the punch of 
health into every single meal. How you do 
enjoy health with oriap, delicious Ryvita! 
Remember Ryvita every mealtime. Ryvita— 
from all good grocers. : 





Correct and accurate sorting is the first process at the 
Achille Serre works. And a most important one! 
Different materials react differently to dry cleaning 
or dyeing, so garments are sorted into no fess than 
97 different categories. Extra core, you see, begins 
as soon as your garments reach the works. And it 
continues right through the many stages that must be 
passed before your suit, costume, dress, or soft furn— 
ishing comes back— beautifully cleaned and skilfully 
pressed Achille Serre care is traditional —it explains 
their reputation for high quality cleaning and dyeing. 


Kod ne 


resem 


i wile beiantitigen Neng plas RETEX 


BRANCHES AND AGENTS IN PRINCIPAL CENTRES 


| any dogs to support 


> ACHILLE SERRE 
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The dogs | 
lost their jobs 


They just weren't up to it . . . their flock had grown, 
book by book, until it was really too much for 

and certainly they could not 
keep the dust off. So now the master has 

invested in a Minty bookcase designed on 
comtemporary lines and of undating simplicity, 
magnificently built by cabinet craftsmen and fronted 
with sliding plate glass panels 

The beauty of these Minty bookcases is that each unit 
is a complete piece of furniture, yet 

matching units can be added — on 

top and to the sides -— as the 

library grows. And each time, the 

bookcase is complete. in this 

way the cost, too, is spread over 

Minty bookcases are available in oak, 

mahogany or walnut at tax-free prices as follows 
Combination 24 N (above), £23.11.8. Combination 36N 
(centre), £67.74 Combination 21 N (below), £15.24 


( MORN ) 


if you cannet coll, write for full perticulars to — 

Dept. Pi., MINTY LTD., 44:45 HIGH STREET, OXFORD. 

Showrooms : LONDON — 23 Victorio Street, $.W.1. 
MANCHESTER — 7/9 ROYAL EXCHANGE ARCADE. 





FOR THE FIRST Time! 


eye-level grilling 
on your CANNON cooker 


The gr 

gen wously C 
not in use. 

This unique inve 
g ves you visual gr 


4 


ing, a per 


big 
5: 
and a large warm 


The Cooker 
every woman wants 


OWROOMS 
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Da aon pet, 1m 
} 


Naughty Betty wouldn't cat 
Mother's nice new apple swect. 
Mother racked her brains—no good — 
to make young Betty cat her pud, 
till a neighbour, kitchen-wise, 

told her of a nice surprise. 

Betty now cats sweets with glee 

* Monk & Glass,” she says, “ for me.” 


MORAL: Make all meals especia! treats 
by serving Monk & Glass with sweets. 





MONK & GLASS 
/elty good CUSTARD 


2pint packet 4d. 7 pint packet Ilid. Family Drum !/7id. 


Drink 


delicious 


wor 


Lembar 


all the year 
hot or cold 


Lemons 
Glucose 
Scotch Barley 
Sugar 


MADE BY RAYNER AND COMPANY LIMITED, LONDON, N.I8 





The illustration shows 
the Model CS 70-71 eu. 
ft. refrigerator with 13 
sq. ft. of shelf space. 
Other models with 3 
and 44 cu. ft. capacity 
are available. 


do you pay 
lip service? 


to the trimmings which are part of any 
modern refrigerator They are of course 
convenient to have but most important 

is the certainty of a safe investment and 
the guarantee that only skill 

and workmanship can give 

Coldrator stands alone as the pioneer of 
the British built hermetically sealed 
refrigerating system. You may inspect 
them in any leading showroom or 

send for literature IRC.114 

Industry too chooses Coldrator for a wide variety 
of uses. In shops, hotels, large cold stores 


and factory processes, it serves you in many ways. 


IN REFRIGERATION 


COLORATOR 


STANDS ALONE 


INTERNATIONAL REFRIGERATOR CO LTD PETERBOROUGH 


iR. | Member of the A.E.1. group of componies 
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What do you think of yourself? ) 
y 
it's all too easy to be content with a mere dab of powder and lipstick. 


But how much lovelier you could look if you went in for planned make- 





up with Yardley. First an even film of Make-up Base to prevent 


shine. Then the lovely bloom of Complexion Powder, carefully chosen 


to tone with your skin. Now comes Yardley Lipstick harmonised with 


your colouring and your dress. It keeps your lips as soft as roses 


YARDLE 


LONDON PARIS NEW YORK 
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CHARIVARIA 


CCORDING to an authority on world food problems 

our undernourished earth has 60,000 new mouths 

to feed every day. This seems to call for some revision 
of the old idea about one being born every minute. 


a a 


Whitsuntide saw an innovation at Brighton, when 
the sea front was patrolled by a team of “ promettes,” 
pretty girls in becoming uniforms employed by the 
Corporation to assist visitors with their problems. 
Official instructions were to smile encouragingly and 
if necessary make the first approach, to be helpful and 
accurate, and to look their best without being so 
dazzling as to scare people off. Until the Corporation's 
statistical department publishes a report on the 
experiment it will be difficult to assess its value 
Meanwhile, a spokesman of British Railways, the only 
organization running a comparable scheme, has 
expressed some scepticism. But it is possible, of course, 
that official instructions to “ platformettes ” aren't quite 
the same. 


a a 


Faithful to its traditional task of creating a fully 
informed public the Press, at this season, is devoting 
liberal space to telling its readers what sort of weather 
they have been having. Those of us who resent the 
persistence of many wartime restrictions should be 
grateful that the ban on meteorological journalism at 
least is no longer with us. We can read, with perfect 
freedom, about the hottest day since 1894 (1922, some 
reports say; others, last July), and the biggest hail- 
stones, to follow, since roughly the same date, or 


dates; and we can particularly relish those papers that 
not only provide news of temperature, rainfall, wind- 
velocity and storm damage in the letter-press, but 
employ an artist to draw exquisitely-detailed pictures of 
barometers, with arrows indicating the affected parts. 


a a 


The police are said to know the identity of thieves 
who recently robbed a Stepney warehouse of fifty 
hundredweight of tea, eighty hundredweight of butter 
and seventeen cases of tinned ham, but no arrests 
will be made at present. Detectives are keeping 
the men under close observation in case they try 
to get into touch with the £200,000 mail-van gang 
to negotiate a straight swap. 


a a 


The Secretary of State for War, answering a 
question in the House, declined to consider the 
introduction of a new title for the private soldier. 
The present one, he said, was an honourable and 
traditional title, “and I am sure that the great 
majority of the Army would share my reluctance to 
see it changed.” It is nevertheless understood that 
certain military elements would favour its change to 
“Corporal.” 


a a 


Public indebtedness to The Sunday Timea for its 
weekly guidance on Continental holiday accommodation 
has been deepened by a hint contained in an article 
on the Italian Lakes: ‘ Baveno is quieter than Stresa, 





and one of the hotels is falling over backwards to help 
us out this summer ” Stresa for us, then, thanks 


A & 


It is feared by the British Transport Commission 
that the recent action by two Members of Parliament, 
who protested that their train was shorter than it should 
have been, may encourage a similar aggressiveness 
among ordinary travellers. Queues of ticket-holders 
at. Victoria have in the past been successfully deterred 
from boarding their waiting trains by the mere 
absence of an official at the barrier gate. Any day 
now they may be walking straight through. 


a a 


A well-known writer, speaking in praise of a well- 
known artiat, recalled that they had been boys together. 
“Even then,” he said, “he was as confident of being a 
great painter as I was of being Prime Minister.” And 
did they both grow up to be Mr. Winston Churchill ! 
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Americans say that the paying of social calls in 
this country is hedged in by etiquette. On a purely 
private visit to a country house, for instance, one 
should use the back entrance, as there is a fixed charge 
of 2s. 6d. per head for front-door callers. 


«“ a 


Prom the official Gacette of the United States Patent Office 
Volume 654, No. 2 

“A heir cutting and dressing method which consists in 
forming @ central area at the rear of the hair, dividing this 
central area into horizontally extending locks, combing these 
locks upwardly to a position opposite that normally oecupied 
by the hair, then forming the locks into triangles at cach side 
of the center line of the head with the angle opposite the 
vertical seule of the triangle adjacent the center line of the head 
being at least 90 degrees, then measuring from the base of 
the triangles, then cutting the tip end of the triangles to 
measured lengths, then dividing the side of the hair into 
horizontal locks, then combing these locks upwardly to a 
position opposite that normally oceupied by the hair, then 
forming these last named locks into a triangle and arranging 
the last named triangle at an angle to the head, and then 
cutting the upper corner of the triangle to measured lengths.” 


Just a trim, please 



































“ Anything in the papers to-day, dear?” 


666 
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SPONSORS’® CHOICE 


An Open Letter to the Postmaster General 
|b gum LORD pe 1a WARR,—I know you must be 


worried enough already about this sponsored radio 
business, and I really didn't intend to bother you at 
all. Actually I began by writing to The Times, but 
with so many other people doing the same thing 
my letter apparently got overlooked. When the 
correspondence seemed to have died down I cut out all 
the letters and sent them to my grocer with a cheque 
for twenty-three-and-nine. By the same post I sent 
Sir William Haley a small bill from Messrs. Bakin, 
which his secretary was good enough to return to me; 
but by the time that awkwardness had settled itself 
I felt that Sir William might possibly regard me as 
unbalanced, so I am writing to you instead. 

I see from my paper that you don’t think much of 
the Light Programme. I don’t think much of the 
Light Programme either, and if any sponsoring is to 
be done I hope you will see that it is done on 247 and 
1500 metres. If you could just get a rich manufacturer 
to take over Mrs. Dale’s Diary from you it ought to 
save you about a million a year, and the bits where 
the man has to say “If you want a mind as woolly as 
Mrs. Dale’s, be sure you wash it only with Woollo’ 
could easily be worked into the dialogue by having a 
traveller come to the door every now and then, which 
could easily happen in real life and ought to offend 
no one, 

However, in the spaces between the broadcasts of 
Mrs. Dale's Diary you get another kind of programme. 
This is the one that goes: Now the next record has been 
requested by Mra. Daisy Bell of Barking, whose birthday 
it is to-day. Many happy returns, Mrs. Bell! Also 
requesting this record are Tom, Dick and Barry of 
No. 789 Field Candlestickmakery, R.A.S.C., in Korea; 
Mr. and Mrs, Gleep, of Dreep Avenue, Streep ; Muang 
Wongpai and Tuang Wongpai of “iam (hello, twins !) ; 
Three Browned-off Airmen of—vat I'm sure I need 
not go on. 

If I may just make a point here, when you pick up 
your Times in the morning you are not faced by a 
front page bearing, here, a picture of a man in a Boy 
Scout hat who has just found a tin of his favourite 
tobacco down the crater of Vesuvius, and there a girl 
who has been given a contract to design a battleship, 
thanks to Sleepo night and morning. What you get 
is the row upon row of little jobs at a few shillings a line. 

Do you see? The next record has been sponsored by 
Inferior Chemicals, Lid., who are skipping their dividend 
for the tenth year running. Beat of luck, shareholders ! 
Also sponsoring this record are the manufacturers of 
Brisk, Flib and Smum ; the Grand Caribbean Steamship 
Company; Swiftsure Motors, Lid.; Dulcie a Cie., 
Modes et Robes; The Daily Telephone ; the Railway 
Executive (in connection with their scheme for cheap 
excursions to Cardiff before five o'clock in the morning) ; 
Pearlshine Toothpaste ; and the International Atlantic 


—vVawie 
rs La 











“Well, is this 


police 


one a bus stop, a request stop, a 
stop, a traffic-lights stop, or a zebra stop?” 


and Pacific Insurance Corporation. 
The 
to-day by Harry Gulp. 

Let no one tell you that there would be no listening 
public for such a programme. Millions of listeners sit 
with bated breath every morning to hear the same 
records requested by different people—perhaps even by 
themselves, though they must know the odds against 
their getting a request played are tremendous. Listeners 
will go to extreme lengths to have their records put on, 
and if the floating of a small company were a step 
towards this goal they would go into it with hardly a 
moment's hesitation. 

They might even purchase some ex-British Road 
Services lorries and start a haulage company, and 
that would get another Ministry out of a difficult 
situation. B. A. Youna 


Here, then, for all 
Moo-Cow Moan,” sung to you 


our sponsore, ia 


a a 


LES REVENANTS 
—O* either side of Mon Repos 
Are haunted gardens, ghostly glades, 
Where phantom figures come and go 
At dusk amid the shades. 


And ever and anon they stop 
Their fretful pacing to and fro, 
And having paused awhile to mop 
Proceed again to mow. E. V. Miuxer 
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ONE THOUSAND THREE HUNDRED AND NINETY-FOUR DETECTIVE AGENCIES 
or Six Door-Peephole Mfrs 


TT HOSE who read on will find that the sub-title 

amplifies rather than qualities the information given 
in the main heading 

Fritz 8. Hofheimer, of 28 East 22nd Street, New 
York, believed to be an American, specializes in the 
supply of names and addresses to advertisers, for whose 
convenience he has grouped the names on his list under 
their oecupational categories and issued a catalogue 
showing the number in each category. This catalogue 
as Mr. Hofheimer amusingly calls it) 
should be opened and scanned by those into whose 
hands it falls, for it gives as clear and concise a picture 
of what America is doing to-day as ever Mr, John 
Gunther achieved 

There are 10,815 Reputable Stamp Collectors in 
Mr. Hofheimer’s files. There may be more even than 
this great tetal up and down the United States, though 
| rather doubt it. Mr. Hofheimer makes no claim to 
complete omniscience; he simply states what he has 
got and you can take it or leave it. But a man who 
has dug up 87 Bee Appliance Mfrs, 32 Caviar Merchants 
and 76 clergymen of the Syrian Orthodox Church is not 
likely to have let many reputable philatelists escape 
his net. I shall act on the assumption that we have 
this unpretentious catalog, a true 
almost a photographic representation of the great 
heart-beat of America at work and play 


(or catalog 


Is it a balanced 
economy that presents itself as we read steadily on 
\battoirs (275) to Zoological Gardens (34)? Only 
a balanced economist could anawer that The casual 
searching for a formula to equate 16 De- 
alcoholizers with 362 Whiskey Distillers, soon loses his 
way in a maze of cross-currents 


What sort of pieture emerges ‘ 
trom 


inquirer 


Why, for instance, are 
only seven firms at work making Cymbals, as against 
Presidents’ Desks and no 
than twenty-six constructing Cypress Doors? 


nineteen making fewer 
There 
are 1,019 Dance Bands, who must get through a good 
many cymbals in a year, whereas a heavy demand for 
Presidents’ desks is inexplicable. No Presidents (very 
properly in election year) are listed in the catalog 
One suspects that some of the 1,763 College Deans are 


sitting at desks beyond their station 


I cannot resist the conclusion that the cypress-door 
usiness is seriously overcrowded 


} 


The total of 787,000 Teen-agers will come as no 
surprise to those who have already seen the photographs 
‘f most of them in glossy magazines, but there may be 
raised eyebrows over the figure of 14,000 Driving 
Thinkers of To-day—particularly, perhaps, among the 
14.187 Newly-appointed Top Executives. If the odd 
187 care to bring a test case for libel, they will be able, 
me is glad to see, to choose any of 6,923 Eminent 
Counsel to present their case before one of the 500 
(Top)}—who appear sandwiched so oddly 
between 42,500 Journalists and 7,725 Junk Dealers 


Judges 


The risk of libel actions, indeed, must bulk large 
amongst Mr. Hofheimer’s many problems. Suppose 
I am a Disappearing Bed Mfr and, anxious to get a 
jump ahead of my 28 rivals, I ask Mr. Hofheimer for 
the names and addresses of his 40,000 “ Families Which 
Entertain,” so that I point out to them the 
advantages of being able to offer a disappearing bed 
to unexpected visitors. What ere the feelings of Mrs. 
Scholtz, who hasn't received my circulars, 
when she is shown one by Mrs. Mulhammer, who has? 
Is she to be branded publicly as a meanie! I shall be 
obliged if Mr. Hofheimer will take time off from 
counting Clam Juice Mfrs and tell me the answer to 
this one 


can 


one of 


He could also tell me how many demands he has 
per annum for his list of Door-Peephole Mfrs. 1 can 
see that it might well be useful to have the addreases of 
his 248 Choirs Singing in the German Language. One 
could hope to interest them, for instance, in German 
songs But in what way can one appeal to a door- 
peephole mfr? What does he want, qua mfr of door- 
peepholes, except a hole in a door and a piece of 
glass of approximately the same size! One vould 
offer, of with 1,304 
Detective Agencies Hofheimer himself 
does that 

I should 
Hofheimer’s old correspondence files 
mistakes now 


course, to him in touch 


then Mr 


put 
but 


Mr. 
He makes no 
but in the early days, when 
he was building up the business, there must surely have 
been a slip or two to explain away 


dearly love to browse about in 


no doubt 


Dear My Hofheimer In the batch of 109 Epis. 
copalian Bishops you sent me last month you appear to 
have included three Dude Ranches and a Holy Roller 
As a result, a number of my sample hassocks have been 
Please go through the 652 
Independent Fundamentalists ordered Tuesday with a 
fine -tooth comb, to avoid similar embarrassments in future 


returned with obloquy 


No doubt they have a good laugh at 28 East 22nd 
Street nowadays, when one of the staff happens on 
some such old skeleton in the cupboard and reads out 
Mr. Hofheimer’s “Send him 3 doz. 


Theological Colleges, for free, with my comps.” 


marginal note 
Intending emigrants to the States may like to make 
a note of the following not yet overcrowded professions : 


Distorting Mirror Makers (5) 
Lie Detector Mfrs (2) 

Lion Farm (1) 

Planetarium Mfr (1) 


Mr. Hofheimer can also supply the names and 
addresses of “8,000 Actreases in New York (all kind).” 
He doesn't say how kind H. F. Extis 
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THE QUEEN’S COLOUR 





CURRENT ACCOUNT 


( NE of the moat remarkable turns 
on my wireless set is that of a 
gentleman who entertains by ex- 
hibiting an encyclopaedic knowledge 
of the facts of sporting history. He 
ia known as “The Memory Man,” 
and I would back him in open com 
petition against all the elephants in 
Burma. Ask him some such ques 
‘How many times did 
Suzanne Lenglen appear at Wimble 
don and how often did she win there 
in straight seta?” or “ What waa the 
score at half-time in Arsenal's home 
with Huddersfield Town in 
1928?" or “What is the highest 
number of runs ever scored by a 
left-handed bataman in August at 
Old Trafford |” and he trots out the 
answer as smartly and as accurately 
as a weighing-machine 
His 
think 


have a 


thon aa 


yame 


performances succeed, | 
because most male listeners 

similar, though of course 
leas highly developed, flair for the 
subject Nine men out of ten in 
Britain have heads stuffed with the 
statistics and memorabilia of sport, 
and are proud of it. We remember 
the pages of Wisden far more easily 
than arith. 
metic tables and dates: we remember 


birthdays, umbrellas 
old scores (if I may be smug for a 
moment) far more readily than we 
remember old scores, and I suspect 
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© Qlotes for an, 


ludian, Sammer 


that most foreign 
ers would find our 
Memory 
pretty 
bird. 
But all this is 
by the way: I 
merely wished to 
draw attention to 
my own peculiar 
skill as a sporting 
meteorographer 
Ask me what was 
the rainfall in any 
one of the past 
twenty-odd sum- 
mers and I can 
produce theanswer, 
after referring 
mentally to my batting average 
within half an inch. The summer of 
1934 (average 64) was hot and dry, 
so was 1935 (average 7°2). But 1936 
was terrible, and so was 1946, and 
in both these seasons we were 
visited by the Indian cricketers 
In 1936 the Maharaj Kumar of 
Vizianagram led his team through 
some of the wettest 
wickets on record. In 
1946 the Nawab of 
Pataudi captained the 
last “All India” team 
(before Partition) in 
a summer of dismal 
swamps Pataudi’s 
men, you may remem- 
ber, ran into dirty 
weather and trouble 
as soon as they landed. 
Their baggage was <e- 
layed, they had to 
make an overnight 
dash for Worcester, 
they had to field 
(though they won the 
toss) in intense cold, 
and they lost the match by sixteen 
runs 
This season V. S. Hagare’s team 
travelled to Worcester in more 
leisurely fashion and properly 
equipped for the fray, but they were 
greeted with three days of rain and 
670 


Man a 
tiresome 


mist. Then they returned to London, 
and against Surrey at the Oval lost 
what was in effect their first match. 
Not a very encouraging start for a 
team that had won their first Test 
Match (at the twenty-first attempt) 
only a few months earlier in sunny 
Madras 
The Indians are not accustomed, 
as we are, to cricket played on the 
floor of a muddy aquarium, and they 
seldom give of their best when 
swaddied in three layers of sweater. | 
In India cricket is played when the 
weather is settled, dry and hot—in 
winter 
In Australia Test Matches are 
often held up by torrential rains and 
hailstones (‘‘hailstones as big as golf 
balis”); in the West Indies scorers 
have been known to make such 
dramatic entries as ‘Cyclone Stop- 
ped Play” and “Match Abandoned 
Hurricane”; and even in South 
Africa there is always the possibility 
of a game's being interrupted by 
a cloudburst. But not in India. 
There, so I am told, things are 


4 ‘ ; 
£7 wn Armmect 


Dattayerao Krishnarac 
G ad 


iyoy Sune Hazare 


arranged so well that 
bevins dead on time 
after the 


the season 
a few days 
have blown 
In India play is 
never interrupted by anything less 


monsoons 
themselves out 


sensational than riots, earthquakes 


(“T saw some of the vast crowd 
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rushing out of the ground,” Lord 
Tennyson, the old Hampshire and 
England captain, has reported, “and 
the pavilion clock at the same time 
fell to the ground with a bang, and 
all the buildings seemed to be 
shaking. I thought I had a touch 


Nirede Reunyan Chowdhary 


Hemu Ramchandra 
Aduniwari 


of the sun. . .”), plagues of locusts, 
marauding jackals, man - eating 
tigers, and bad light caused by 
circling vultures. 

All their winters are hot and 
dry, and all their wickets are 
bone-hard. 

We must remember these things 
when we attempt to review the 
tourists’ progress to date and 
examine their prospects for the 
first Test. 

It has been said that the Indians 
are strong silent men who take their 
cricketing pleasures unemotionally 
and their misfortunes without bat- 
ting an eyelid, that they play 
neatly and grammatically, always 
“down the line” and according to 
the book, and for the most part I 
agree with this verdict. Divecha 
delighted me at Lord’s when he 
threw down his cap—almost with 
the panache of Cecil Parkin—to 
register disgust and frustration at 
the flooring of a catch, and Mantri 
pleased me with a courteous bow to 
a hoarse barracker, but these in- 
cidents are, as yet, exceptional. I 
expected Hazare’s men to bat with 
something of the sinuous, agile grace 
of “ Ranji"-—all curves and subtle 
deflections, late cuts played so late 
that the bat threatens first slip’s ear 
and leg glances played with the legs 


crossed like sticks of barley sugar. 
Weill, [ have been disappointed : the 
Indian batsmen exhibit few idio- 
syncrasies of style, their method is 
business-like, efficient and econo- 
mical, and they get their runs with- 
out resorting to brute force or 
excessive ebullience of 
stroke-play. No bats- 
men in the world can 
get out more decor 
ously; even when their 
stumps are uprooted 
the spectator is left 
with the impression 
that the stroke at- 
tempted was unques- 
tionably the right one 
for the occasion and 
would have been fault- 
less in execution 
The Indian bowlers 
are equally surprising 
One would expect the 
gorgeous, mysterious 
East to specialize in 
outrageous, snake-charming spin, to 
traffic in googlies, ‘‘chinamen"™ and 
complex oriental developments 
thereof. But no; there are no Fleet- 
wood-Smiths, Iversons, Ramadhins 
or Comptons in this team. Phadkar, 
Ramchand, Divecha and company 
bow! good length stuff (or good just- 
short-of-a-length stuff) that may or 
may not do “a 


little either way,” 
and is patterned 


on the type of 
projectiles hurled 
at Old Trafford on 
the first morning 
of a “ Roses” 
match. No funny 
business. 

To understand 
Indian cricket we 
have torealize that 
it has achieved 
Test Match status 
in an era of tall 
scores and public 
adulation of tall 
Between 
1932, when the 
first official Test 
was played, and 
1946 the Indians 
only twice man- 
aged to score three 
hundred runs in an 
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scorers. 


innings against England, and failed 
to win a game. Then against Aus- 
tralia in 1947-48 they averaged only 
about 190 runs per innings, while 
the great Bradman hit their bowlers 
for 178°75 per knock off his own bat. 
Is it any wonder that the Indians 
should have resolved, after these 
tribulations, to cut out the fancy 
stuff, scorn delights and live labor. 
ious days? And is it altogether 
surprising that their batting, on the 
evidence of last’ winter's series in 
India when they notched totals of 
418, 485 (for nine), 344 and 457 (for 
nine) against England, should now 
be so much stronger than their 
bowling ? 

Or am I talking nonsense? It 
may well be that this first Test of 
the season (only four Tests this 
time} will prove the critics hope- 
lessly wrong. Is Indian cricket—like 
ours—suffering from a dearth of 
amateur dash and experiment? Is 
cricket everywhere bound to de- 
teriorate as economic egalitarianism 
puts a premium on “closed shop” 
methods and journeyman stolidity ¢ 
Or has the M.C.C.’s admirable 
coaching book already arrested the 
decline ¢ 

Leeds or “The Memory Man” 
should provide the answers. 

Beenarp HotLowoop 


Coimbettareo Doraikamst Gopnuath 
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and I said‘ And, anyway, we haven't electric light,’ and be said* Don't worry, there's a special model’ . . .” 


— pablie-house was in that 
part of the City where a wander- 
ing shopper, attracted by windows 
full of miscellaneous bargains, is at 
once rebuffed by the announcement 


Wholesale Only 


empty 


It was almost 
because the hour for lunches, 
wet or dry, was really over, but the 
heavy, waxy-faced man had the aura 
of sueeess which dissolves such little 
diffieulties; the 
which he planted himeelf in a chair 
made 


confidenee with 


his companion, a 


man 


slight, 
seem more insignifi- 
cant than ever, though he perked up 
a little on being introduced to the 
waitress, rather grandly, as “My 
friend, Mr. Mesh, a brother sales- 
man.” When the woman murmured 
a perfunctory welcome, 


rabbity 


craning 


TYCOON 


inelegantly to reach some used’ 
crockery, the heavy man landed her 
a casual wallop, and compared her 
blouse to an Arsenal shirt. The jest 
was obviously a recurring one; all 
she said, as she handed a stained 
menu-card, was “Mr. Baxter 
really.” 

“What about a bit o’ plaice,” 
said the heavy man. ‘That do you, 
Mr. Mesh?” 

“Very nice, I'm sure.” He gave 
his full and respectful attention to 
the other's every word 
indeed.” 

**Makes brains, they say, fish.” 

“Heh-heh,” said the rabbit. 

Mr. Baxter taughed heartily 
himself, but after dismissing the 
waitress with a jerk of the thumb he 
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“Very nice 


became resolutely grave. A bit of 
tomfoolery was all very well, his 
expression seemed to say, but life in 
the main was earnest. He leaned 
forward. 

“ Like I was saying ... ’elp you 
if I can, a pleasure. But | mean to 
say, to be quite candid, there’s 
more ways than one to fill an empty 
order-book, actually speaking, if 
you follow me. There’s firms——” 

“My difficulty,” began Mr. 
Mesh, “is I don't seem———” 

‘There's firms and firms, that’s 
what it is. Call for different tactics. 
That's my what you might call 
secret of success, see!’ He glanced 
cautiously round the empty room 
and lowered his veice a shade. 
“Take them “Ovusehold Cavalry at 
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ninepence.” He shrugged hugely 
and made a gesture of contempt 
with a big red hand. “Well, I 
mean, actually speaking, I mean, to 
be quite candid—what are they! 
At ninepence, I mean?” 

“That's right,” said Mr. Mesh 
“T couldn't seem———” 

“IT mean, ninepence! Makes 
selling hard work. Then there was 
the American G.I.s, mine-detectors, 
bazookas, all that. I mean, suppose 
you 're bashing out a thousand dozen 
at a gross a week. Well, I know 
they're unbreakable, colour don't 
lick off, good selling points, throw 
‘em on the floor and they bounce, 
kids don’t get colic and that; but at 
twenty-four-and-six, where are you / 
Candidly, I mean?” 

“Nowhere,” said 
rather boldly. 

“T won't say nowhere,” said 
Baxter, leaning over sideways to 
allow for the arrival of his plaice. 
“But you could be, if you didn’t 
get after it, follow me?” 

“Oh yes,” said the 
“But it’s a-——” 

“Plaice all right? Good. Not 
that you'll get any appreciation 
don’t think that.” Mr. Baxter had 
a lucky knack of talking and eating 
simultaneously. “Know what they 
said to me when I'd unloaded 
all them cheap mechanicals—four 
dozen gross I bashed out at nineteen 
and nine—know what they said? 
‘Of course,’ they said—of course, 
you've got a nice little territory, 
you're lucky.” 7 told them. ‘Lucky 
my foot,” I said. “Nice little territory 
my Aunt Freda,’ I said. ‘There 
wasn't no talk about nice little 
territories when Arthur Wassaname 
was trying to unload them moving- 
eye golliwogs.’ Got to stand up to 
‘em, I mean.” 

“My difficulty.” said Mr. Mesh 
—but embarrassment with a fish 
bone lost him his chance. 

“Got to speak straight,” said 
Mr. Baxter, laying his knife and fork 
neatly on the edge of his plate 
“Then, of course, when I bashed out 
all them Mamma dolls at ‘arf-a- 
crown, great ugly things that you 
look at and they chip, I never heard 
no more about nice little territories 
—nor didn’t want to, come to that. 
Two teas, Edna!” 


Mr. Mesh, 


other 


“What about demonstratin’?” 
said the rabbity man, anxiously 
“IT had some two-inch reversing 
tractions ? 

“Cuh!” said Baxter. 
Sedge, that is 


“That's 
Don't know 
Sedge don't. Reversing 
tractions, Put ‘em in at 
fifteen bob, I said, or they ‘ll never 
go. He's still got three shelves of 
‘em downstairs with the full mark 
on, eighteen and fivepence. We-e-ll, 
I mean!” 

“IT thought of-— 

“What were you bashing out 
last month, "Umpty-dumpties, was 
it?” 

“Comiclowns,” said Mesh, with- 
out more than ordinary embar- 
rassment, 

“Come again?” 

“With a face on, and they open 
up bigger and bigger, twenty-five 
and eleven.” 

“Oh them,” said Baxter. 
“Comiclowns, eh?” He arranged 
his lips into a supercilious O, and 
bulged his tongue in his cheek 
slightly. “How many did you sell ! 
I bashed out twenty-two groas, all 
round Acton, Ealing, the Bush.” 

“A box and a half,” said Mesh, 
and went off into a weak coughing 
fit. 

“No, I’m a liar,” said Baxter 
“Tt was twenty-eight gross I did. 
Must have been thinking of the 
wheelbarrows. Well, well. Box and 
a half, eh? Gross a box, weren't 
they?” He transferred his tongue 
to the other cheek and lifted his cup 
fingers delicately fanned. 


‘e's 
born 
now. 


Mr. Mesh said: “What I find, 
see, is that when I call on——” 

“Tell you another thing,” said 
Baxter. ‘Got to make yourself a 
flaming nuisance, see{ Cuh! Makes 
me sick to hear some of our secker- 
tarial boys on the ‘phone. ‘Old man’ 
this and ‘Old man’ that, and ‘Could 
you oblige us,’ and ending up with 
‘All the best, old chap.’ Blimey, you 
want to get on the blower and say 
‘Now, look ‘ere!’ He took up a 
large and defunct pepper-mill and 
held it to his ear by way of illus- 
tration. “‘Now,look’ere,’ you want 
to say—‘the van'll be there at ten, 
we're paying the driver time, we 
want ‘im loaded and back ‘ere by 
dinner, got it?’ That's what you 
want to say.” 

“Together or separate!” said 
the waitress, swinging her bill-pad 
on its string. 

There was a slight pause. Then: 
‘* Ee—together,” said Mr. Mesh. 

‘Very kind, but not obliged 
to,” said Baxter, getting up and 
taking down his hat from a snapped- 
off peg. He made no move, how- 
ever, to take the folded slip from 
Mr. Mesh’s plate, being, in fact, 
occupied in aiming another wallop 
at the waitress. 

She side-stepped and said, 
mechanically, “Pay in the bar.” 

“Ought to be playing for Arsenal 
in that blouse,” said Mr. Baxter, 
leading the way out. 

“Heh-heh,” said 
hollow ly. 

“Heigh-ho,” said Baxter, and 
thumped his chest. “Very greasy, 
them chips. But I mean, actually 
speaking, I mean, to tell you the 
candid truth...” 

The swing-door of the bar closed 
behind them. J. B. Booruroyp 


Mr. Mesh, 


a a 


“The crowd heard the man read 
the following proclamation: — Oglaig 
na hEireann, H.Q., Tyrone Brigade— 
Irishmen and Irishwomen, once in 
our country is calling us to her > 
and to arms, to drive the invader from 


her shores. Years of di intments 
have taught us that the full freedom of 
our country cannot be achieved by 
constitutional means. 

‘Conciliation has failed; farce alone 
remains.’"’—/rish Times 


Knockabout stuff, eh? 
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“It's their simplicity that 1 emy.’ 


LONDON WELSH 


WHAT a singing there was in Kensington that 
night 
the 


( 


When 
Albert Hall, 
When the big choir 


Welsh met together in London at the 


Specially chosen for the occasion 

(And Myfanwy Pugh not considered good enough at 
that!) 

The women in lavender nighties and the men in 
red ties 

Sang with the orchestra; 

And the conductor there 

Like a little black fly on a brass-railed pedestal 

Hopping about 

Lifting a wave of sound on the point of his finger— 

Man, we liked that! Man, it was home from home! 


And me far up in the Gods (and feeling like one), 
Grand Tier they call it 

Surrounded by Joneses, Williamses, Pughs and Vanghans 
All criticizing the music 

Comparing it with the locals in Bettws, but elapping 
Not so much for the praise but to be together in 


something 


6 


/ 


Rhythmically 

Next best to singing; 

And Myfanwy Pugh beside me 

Crying her eyes out for not being chosen to sing 

But happy as well if you follow me 

Man, there was real emotion! 
home! 


Man, it was home from 


And after it all, as I stood outside on the pavement, 

I saw hew we'd all flowed in from the streets to that 
great pool 

Like rivers run down from the mountains rejoicing 

To a lake of affection and memories; 

Till there, with the lights through the darkness 

The lilt of the voices departing in my ears 

And the music inside me, 

There I was, man, back twenty years on the hillside, 

The remembered cottages each in its place through 
the mist 

And London nowhere at all. 

And The Times next day was cool and lordly about it 

Not understanding, 

But London was Cymru that night— 

Man, it was home from home! 


4 
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SNAX AT JAX 
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“(TAKE old Brooksy,” suggested 

the surveyor’s chainman, point. 
ing to the south-east. “Clear case of 
physician.” 

“Come again?” urged Jack 
looking briefly south-east, but 
noting nothing beyond the soft. 
drink calendar, the bathing-blonde 
on which gazed defiantly back. 

“"Eal thyself,” expanded the 
chainman. “Old Brooksy.” 

“Ah,” eaid Jack. “ Down round 
Four Kings Road, up the back 
there?” 

“You got me,” said the chain- 
man, nodding. “Gardener. Well, 
landscapes and that lark. Land- 
scape gardener. Got a lay-out.” 

“Yer, in ‘is front.” said Jack 
“ Weerl, side more—eh?” 

The chainman considered. “Ah,” 
he qualified. “Their fronts ar 
mostly sides up there. That ‘ill and 
the road goin’ round. Anyway, this 
bloke. We was measurin’ up there 
this mornin’ and me standin’ out- 
side ‘is fence, he comes over and 
says ‘D’you reckon gnomes or don't 
you?’ he says. ‘They all want 
gnomes,’ he says, ‘and them con- 
crete mushrooms.’ I said ‘Well 
it’s a matter of taste, gnomes 
Quite nice really.’ ‘T ‘ate gnomes,’ 
he says. ‘Only I’ve got to advertise. 
I could ‘ave them climbin’ up this 
rustic arch.”” 

Jack lifted the lid of a glass 
cylinder and began to insert little 
towers of circular biscuits. 

“That rustic stuff,” he com. 
mented. “Old Charlie Barker ‘ad 
one of them benches in that. New, 
and he goes and puts this varnish 
on. ‘Ot day, and his missus comes 
back shopping and ‘Very nice 
Charlie,’ she says, and sits down. 
Old Charlie couldn’t stop ’er. Cor 
starvin’ Annie; fuss she mace. 
Year I bought Charlie’s motor-bike, 
that was.” 

“Oh ya?” said the chainman, 
sampling all the cruet and looking 
vaguely round. 

Jack pushed over the tomato- 
and fruit-sauce bottles. 

“Compliments of the “ouse,” he 
announced. 


**I ‘ate gnomes,” he says,” 
repeated the chainman. “Funny 
You ‘d think he'd make ‘is mind up. 
But no. ‘Then goldfish,’ he says.” 

“Don't say 'e ‘ates goldfish too,” 
protested Jack. 

“No, funny thing,” said the 
chainman. “He had these goldfish 
in that pond, only it seems the local 
kids come in one day and chucked 
a lot of lead pellets in the pond 
These fish snapped ‘em up and 
sunk.” 

There was a_ brief, respectful 
silence. 

‘Gorblimey, innit all right, eh ? 
said Jack gloomily. “Destructive 

The chainman pounded up the 
fruit sauce with his mashed potatoes 

“Carnelp laughin’, though,” he 
observed, shaking his head sadly 
and slowly screwing on the bottle top 

“Be all right if I bring your 
Fruit Crumble now?” asked Jack. 
“Save me keep running back and 
forward.” 

The chainman agreed lumpily 

“Talk of old Charlie,” called 
Jack from the kitchen. “Funny, | 
sold ‘im that bike back after the 
war same price I give ‘im.” 

“Course, you ‘ad it laid up,” 
pointed out the chainman, bending 
his knife to let no trace of gravy 
escape. 

“"Ere you are,” 
switching the plates. 
fruit, for the use of.” 


said Jack 
“Crumble 


The chainman 

Spoon, 
“You never want to've done 
" he said, “See old Charlie now. 
Got a car on the strength of it. Just 
a few judicial swopa.” 

“Hoo, don't I know!” cried 
Jack, “That car. Radio, ‘e's got. 
Wind.-tone horns. De-mister.” 

“Coupla fog lamps,” litanized 
the chainman. “ Heater, Got it done 
up lovely.” 

Jack looked skyward and closed 
his eyes. His eyeballs moved under 
the closed lids like tortoises under 
a carpet. 

* Hoo,” 
think of it.” 

He snapped back into action, 
jerking his thumb in the assumed 
general direction of Charlie. 

Trailer. He's got a trailer,” 
he said. “ Dear, oh blimey. I never 
rose to a sidecar even.” 

The chainman prepared to go, 
amassing his links and winding 
up his tape-reel till it squeaked 
internally. 

“Back to the grindstone,” he 
sighed. “Or theodolite, you might 
say.” 

He collected his 
rugger-posts, 

“Oh, and all the best to old 
Brooksy when you get back up 
there,” said Jack, “Tell ’im I don't 
want no gnomes either.” 

Avan Hackney 


flourished his 


that 


he groaned, “when | 


miniature 
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“ You remember us? We were bere last year.” 
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FROWN of intense concen- 
tration appeared on Manley's 
face. He stared at the book 


he was reading, and Clara, watching 
him apprehensively as she sometimes 
did, saw that he went back and read 
the same piece again. Then he 
leaned back and shut his eyes. 
Giving her an uncertain glance, he 
returned to his book for a moment 
and read the same part once more. 
His lips moved. After this he stared 
at the wall several feet above Clara's 
head. Slowly his hand revolved in 
the air, about half a circle. His eyes 
flickered at Clara uneasily again. 
His hand began another revolution. 

“What's the matter with you!” 
Clara asked. She tried to put a 
sympathetic curiosivy in her voice, 
for she knew by the signs that he 
was in some sort of mentai impasse. 

Manley smiled rather glassily at 
her. “With me? Nothing,” he said. 
He whistled a few bars faintly. In 
two or three seconds his hand again 
began a stealthy cirele. Clara looked 
up again. He was gritting his teeth. 

“What's all this hand signal- 
ling?” she said. “What are you 
doing?” 

“Reading,” said Manley. There 
was a slight tinge of desperation, she 
thought, in his voice. His hand was 
still raised in that furtive, turning 
movement. 

“You're turning something,” 
Clara said. “What is it you're 
turning?” 

“A handle,” Manley said, de- 
fiantly. “Only it won't turn. The 
haft, or shaft, won't, I mean.” 

“What's wrong with it?” Clara 
said. She eyed him speculatively. 

“Tt’s rubbery,” said Manley. 
He laughed, as if it wasn’timportant, 
but the sound was mirthless. “It’s 
spongy. Whenever I turn it, it just 
lets the handle go round, but it 
won't turn itself.” He searched 
for a phrase. “ Like elastic,” he said, 
“or soft toffee.” 

“What's this the handle of?” 
Clara asked. 

“This actual handle is on a 
barrel organ,” Manley said. “ That's 
the one I started turning. It went 
rubbery. The one I was turning just 
now was a gramophone handle. 
That went limp as well. The shaft 
did, I mean.” 


A DEFECTIVE IMAGINATION 
(WITH BRASS HANDLES) 


“ Let's get this clear,” Clara said 
patiently, because she could see he 
was tense about it. “What started 
all this?” He tapped the book 
“It’s in here,” he said. “It's 
describing the scene from Harkness’s 
window—you know, when he runs 
away and comes to London. It says 
a man was playing a barrel organ 
Well, I was imagining everything all 
right till I came to the barrel organ 
When I imagine that, the straight 
part, the part the handle’s fixed to, 
won't turn round, It goes soft.” 

“Tt can’t,” said Clara, “they ‘re 
metal.” 

“IT know that,” Manley said. 
“Tt mentions it’s brass. But it goes 
soft.” “What happens?" Clara said. 
“Tt all winds itself up into a sort of 
coiled cone, like a rope,” Manley 
said. He laughed again, a dry noise 
“T straightened it out and started 
again, but it was just as rubbery. 
So I thought of another handle and 
tried that. The gramophone handle. 
It was just as soft. It won't even 
start turning round.” He leaned 
forward and gazed at her. “ Look,” 
he said, gripping his fingers round 
a handle, ‘I start at six o'clock and 
I get the handle round to nine 
o'clock. Even in that distance 
there's a bow in the shaft thing. 
It's sagging down in the middle.” 
He shifted in his chair. “A sort of 
sickle shape,” he said. 

Clara regarded him gravely for 
a moment 

“Try itagain,” shesaid. “Let's 
do it systematically. Now—imagine 
a barrel organ.” He nodded. “ Now 
the handle. It’s a new one,” she said 
inspired, “just been fitted, Good for 
years of wear.” Manley had shut his 
eyes again. “ Now, along you come, 
get hold of the handle and turn it 
Very slowly. Clockwise.” 

Manley opened his eyes. 
no good,” he said. “It’s gone soft 
already. It just looks straight 
because it's hanging down from the 
centre.” 

“Try anti-clockwise,” Clara sug- 
gested. “It’s the same,” Manley 
said, with a kind of groan. They sat 
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‘It's 


for a few minutes. “I suppose you 
can imagine it all right?” Manley 
said, hopefully. Clara imagined. 
‘T can stop it half-way round and 
make it go the other way,” she said. 
His face fell. Clara felt maternal and 
treacherous at the same time. 

“Let's try it again,” she said, 
brightly. “ We'll use another sort of 
handle—a big one.” She scoured for 
handles. “I know,” she said, “a 
lock gate. A great, cast-iron handle. 
It takes two men to wind it round. 
The lock keeper has to have assist- 
ance from a man off the barge.” 

“Narrow boat,” said Manley. 

Clara swallowed. “All right,” 
she said, “off the narrow boat. 
Right. They're standing there. 
Everything's normal. The lock 
gates are shut. They're cooking a 
meal on the bar—narrow boat. It's 
raining slightly, but looks as if it 
will clear up.” 

“What's all this detail!" asked 
Manley in an aggrieved voice. “I'm 
quite capable of imagining a lock 
gate, thank you.” 


Clara glared at him. “I'm 


INFORMATION 


“Flow many more of these Inform- 
ation jokes are we going to see?” 





trying to get everything as normal 
as possible,” she said. “You don't 
think rubbery handles on every 
thing are wormal, do you! If it's all 
ordinary, perhaps the handle will 
turn out to be more normal too.” 

All right,” Manley said. “I've 
got these two men on the handle.” 
He made an effort “ They ‘re 
ordinary chaps. The lock keeper's 
William Smith and the other one is 
Fred Robinson.” 

And 
either of 


you wouldn't recognize 

them if you saw them 

again,” Clara said. Manley screwed 

up his eyes. “Ready,” he said 
Go!” said Clara. 


Manley's face contorted. Then 


he went limp in his chair. “It's no 
good,” he said, in despair. “They 
just pushed it straight round—the 
handle, I mean. The shaft got 
eurved and longer. The hub didn't 
move at all.” 

“T bet that was a bit of a sur 
prise for old Fred Robinson,” said 
Clara, and laughed at the expression 
on Manley's face. 

He said, furiously, 
laughing matter. It’s a serious 
thing Some mental barrier 
Laughing!” 

Clara glared angrily back 
“We'll have another try,” she said, 
through her teeth. “I'll make you 
see a handle turning if it's the last 


“It's no 
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thing I do. A mincing machine.” 
She clenched her hands. “This 
time we'll try another method. 7°) 
be mineing. I'm mincing on a 
mincing machine with a handle of 
the hardest steel known to man. 
There 's less pay in the handle than 
on any other mincing machine on 
the market. It's for export. There's 
only one of ite kind im the world so 
far. I’m mincing on it. I'm sitting 
there mincing. I can hear you 
coming through to the kitchen.” 
She fixed him with a terrific stare. 
“You come in. I’m mincing.” She 
pounced “What's the handle 
doing?” 
Making a spiral,” said Manley, 

breathing bard, ‘‘and stretching.” 

‘What's the matter with you?” 
Clara cried. “It’s turning perfectly 
well. 7 can imagine it all right.” 

“IT can't help it!” Manley 
shouted back. “I've never thought 
about imagining it before.” 

Clara's voice was dreamy. “I'm 
imagining fifteen mincing machines,” 
she said. “ All turning. Some clock. 
wise, some anti-clockwise. Different 
shapes. Different sizes. Fast and 
slow.” 


“Virtuoso!” snarled Manley. 


Clara felt sorry. She smiled at 
What does it matter any- 
she said. “You don’t have 
to imagine the barrel organ. It 
doesn't play any part in Harkness's 
story. Why don’t you ignore it and 
read on? I'll make a cup of tea.” 

Manley brightened. “That's 
true,” he said. “What's a barrel 
organ more or less?”’ 

He took up the book. Clara 
went out to make the tea. When she 
opened the door with a tray, Manley 
was half-way through a rotating 
movement with his feet, his eyes 
closed again. 

“What now!” Clara said, her 
lips compressing 

“It's Harkness,” said Manley, 
in a strangled voice. “He's riding 
I can’t make the pedals 


him 
way!” 


a bicycle 
go round.” 


a a 


“Meat Hecn Ur 
sy Rep Tare” 
Daily Mail 


Butchers hit by steel shortage ¢ 
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TRAINEE 


TEXTBOOK propped at either side, 
A pert, cap-tilted brow applied 
To homework on his knees, 
This pink-faced twin of all small boys 
Ignores the railway’s frenzied noise 
And eccentricities. 


Faced with an algebraic chore 
He should have done the night before 
Impassively he works, 
While a demented coach swings back 
And forth upon a crazy track 
With paralysing jerks. 


And doubtless his posterity c 
Will gain from his ability = arf 

To write in such a place, bed, ks af i 
For all the actions of this train . , 





Z ih 1 it ‘ 
Anticipate a rocket ‘plane =p Wt r 


In inter-stellar space 





a poy, 
Where, as his progeny career = 
Schoolwards across the stratosphere, 
They'll probably require 
Some of the nicely balanced skill 
That dear old British Railways will 
Have taught their earthbound sire. 


FEM Nie 
at 
Tae i} 


(bib 
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BE 
With 


*HOOSING clothes for the man 
4 whose figure is just—shall we 
on the WX is still the 
problem it always has been to those 
of us who are inclined to be guided 
the 


( 


say verging ‘ 


by illustrated advertisements 
We are so apt, let’s be candid, to 
feel that, while we are seldom just 
about to leave for the races or to 
board an air liner for New York, we 
can still wear 
the 


the new waistline 
waistline that is the foundation 
for the man who can stand against 
1 balustrade at the country club 
without his jacket flying up at the 
back round his ears and ruching at 
the collar 

Well of We 


have to contrive our own waistlines 


most us cant 


¢ 


« 
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it's only fair to tell you I'm not a memle 


AWARE OF YOUR CLOTHES 


sknowledgments to any 


But there is no need to make this as 
obvious as 80 many of us, in comical 
dismay, do. We are not catered for 
but surely we can cater for our 
selves, by a wise building up of the 
styles that are—apparently as an 
afterthought—=still available 

It pays to forget the waistline 
completely. This is not to say that 
one should order a new lounge suit 
built on severe up-and-down lines 
but rather that one should mak« 
sure that button meets button-hol 
and that the “stretch”’ round the 
back is not too obvious 

The hang of the coat is a prime 
consideration; and while we can do 
little about 
the 


“incline” 
which 


the drop in 


front even the 


680 


most 


women's pe riodical 


sympathetic tailor cannot hide 

that broad look can be minimized 
by making certain that the coat is 
moulded to the places where fullness 
This has the 
effect of drawing the critical eye 

the onlooker as you climb into the 
rear seat of a small car, or the result 
of a badly chosen entrance into one’s 
wife's bridge party 

away from those places where even 


is less noticeable. 


afternoon 


the cleverest cutter is helpless. 

So much has been written about 
colours and  accentuation—and 
of it that it 
sufficient here to say that naturals 
are probably the best choice. The 
hue value for instance 
it 


much nonsense is 


of a suit 


serves its purpose if attracts 
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attention to itself and away from th 
slightly full figure. But care should 
be taken by the man who has gone 
boldly for distraction values lest he 
stand, however negligently, against 
a background with a clashing motif. 
This will not only throw up any 
weakness there may be in pro- 
portions but may even make the 
man himself a landmark in the 
room. (What a pity it is that we 
can't carry around with us our own 
backcloths!) 

Stripes should, if one insists on 
them, be perpendicular, if possible 
parallel, and the same shade. The 
well-proportioned man who seeks to 
walk along the pavement of a busy 
street and glance apparently casually 
at himself in shop windows must 
remember that his view is one- 
sided and very often focused 
against kindly shadows. One 
advises the bold if private facing 
up to the mirror in one’s bedroom, 
perhaps, for the sake of atmosphere, 
the holding of a cocktail glass in 
one’s hand, or the indulgence in a 
few telling gestures in pantomime. 

This is almost a “must” where 
sleevings come to be considered. 
These should be wide and fal! grace- 
fully slightly below the wrists, an! 
if enffs have to be shot (giving that 
all-important — plenty-of-room-here 
feeling so necessary to the chairman 
at a board meeting) then they 
should be shot gently, and in an 
upward direction, to eliminate 
possible pressure. 

And finally—trousers. These 
should be a carefully chosen mean 
between the bell-bottomed and the 
drain-pipe. Although the latter 
give a suggestion of length, the 
impression received by the passer 
by is that the wearer resembles a 
ball of wool transfixed by two 
knitting needles. 

Well—there it is. A little care 
a little thought, and those clothes 
contours can be reduced to the 
minimum. Ferrevsson Mac ay 


2 a 


Pour encourager les autres 

“When Marilyn Monroe was 16 and 
working in an aircraft plant, an Army 
photographer spotted her and, to boost 
wartime morale, shot her alongside every 
machine in the factory.”-—Life 


BALLADE OF BALLADES 


* Sepagar terete a ballade, mark, I pray you, how 
A ruthless Destiny commands the rhymes; 
All work like mad, but one must pledge a vow 
To show its ugly face a dozen times; 
Truly, who writes a bailade, whether dimes 
Or sixpences comprise his hopeful due, 
Whether his name be Smith or, haply, Symes, 
He is a hero if he sees it through! 


Half-crazed he mutters, as he clasps his brow, 

That green boiled sweets are nearly always limes, 
That some folk blench before a muddy sow 

And other folk are taken bad at mimes; 

What is the cause of invert sugar? Zymes 
Which act on ordinary sugar to— 

Last line approaching! Same again, like chimos! 
He is a hero if he sees it through 


Courage! The blossom flutters off the bough 
Into the gardens of a million Heims 
From far Cologne to farther Jachenau 
Where on the mountains grow the lofty pimes 
And Kurt and Ernst are much more usual nimes 
Than in the buffet-bar at Waterloo 
With men in bowlers holding lin-and-gimes; 
And that's the lot! Three verses! We are through !— 


But for the 
ENvoi 
quite an easy task, 
Like tying string; and rather futile, since 
All that it does is make the reader ask, 
In mild impatience, Who on earth is Prince? 
ANDRE 





They're starched.” 








THE HAY-RICK 


rywi 


pended in mid-air, strung out 


three children were sus 


in an irregular line against the 
aky The had his 


across hia cheat and an 


bevy 
rhe 

ronof agonized apprehension 

vere drawn up to the level 

st, one doubled under him 

ther flung straight out in 

looked like 

in who had 
parachute. The smaller girl, roughly 
with 


an airborne 
forgotten his 


level him 


Was ith At 
f om plete abandon, her 


w ice Only the 


WAS open 
wemed to know what she 

Her arms were thrown 
swept back curve, like a 
and ahe rode the 
several lengths behind 


balloon of 


otton from which her legs 


lancer 


on a 
wh and bare, tapered to a 
beneath her The car 


ing fast 


was 
The gap in the hedge 
wdshut with the picture almost 
nat, and the emall girl's long 
eemed to catch up with it 
started to 


shen the dox tor 


hay-rick 


hac 


iin a vertical slice 


heen cut off 
as though it 
were It had never 


hefore to 


i loaf or a cake 
him wonder 
how they did that 
how 


hac 


irred’ to 
He also wondered 
the children 
They 
airborne by a 


had 


this being done 
ot on top of it at all 
must have become 
concerted leap just before he 
reached the gap 


He “ alked 


ous of his 


cautiously back 


eity clothes and 


not to disturb these rustic 


The hoe 
the 


revels was continuous 


now confused and 

sounds of country children rolling 
in the hay. It stopped before he got 
to the gate, and when he leant over 
to look 
The cliff of hay rose up silver 
gold in the serene light It 


there was nothing to bx 
aoen 
must 
seem an immense height to a child 
At its feet 


completed the temptation 


a tumble of loose hay 

There was a scuffling noise, and 
a head appeared over the crest. It 
turned and called unintelligibly to 
other 


which in due 


appeared heside it 


heads course 
Gradually the 
three children ranged themselves on 
The smaller girl was in the 
full flush of delight 
in charge, slightly patronizing and 
playing to an 


the edge 


Her sister was 


audience 
The 
They 


in the slippery 


unseen 
ken 
was In paroxysms of terror 
shuffled their feet 
hay and got ready to jump. Ev 

width of the field the 
tension gripped the watcher so that 


bevond the others boy 


across the 


he held his breath 


The 


roared from the 
like an 
The smaller girl turned and put her 
Her sister 

defence 
crouched and peered at the menace 
The boy top 


preparations or 


farmer 
gate outraged lior 
hand between her teeth. 
from some instinct of 
over the edge of the rick 
far gone in his 
perhaps startled off his balance 
took hurtled 


earthwards in brazen if involuntary 


off on his own and 


defiance. As he dropped, the farmer 
bellowed again 
The boy began to run before he 


touched down. Then he disappeared 
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for a moment in the engulfing hay, 
emerged in a flat parabola and was 
ff across the field without breaking 
st rick He the 
doctor's gate sisters, 
sppearing from behind the rick, set 
WT after him 


was half-way to 


when his 


The three reached the 
gate almost together and shimmied 
over it with the effortless effix wency 
older 
They had dark scowling 
They looked 


as if their father was a half-gipsy 


that is than straight-leg 
hurdling 
faces 


al siant eyes 


mole-catcher called Luke, always in 
trouble the They 
cursed the farmer out of the corners 
of then 

The 
the rich 


with squire 


mouths as they ran 


farmer advanced towards 
and the doctor, pushing 


went to 


him 
Phe farmer wore breeches and gaiters 


f meet 


open his gate 
and carried a thick stick 
Evening, sir 


thev be 


He said 
varmints 
and no mistake No 
said the doctor I 
Thev do be proper var 
And all he added 
wondering if this was going too far 
Ay sail the 


of damayve 


Propet 


mean, no 
mistak 
mints 
farmer, “do a mort 
to thiecy rick.” “Ay 
said the doctor 

The rick was built up like a wall 
So that was 


took 


f neatly square d bales 
You just 
us many blocks as you wanted 
And you left 


other 


how it was done 
way 
presumably on the 
that 
measured the drop 
with his eve It 


sicte steps invited 
climbers He 
not small 
Even from the car the children had 


seemed 


was 


a measurable time falling 
To the boy it like all 
eternity 

Quite a height,” he said 
the 


theyselves 


must seem 
x %& 
they don’t hurt 
Dang it, I jumped off 


“Ah 


said farmer 


many a rick in my time.” 
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said the docter, “ wouldn't do now.” 
The farmer looked at him trucu- 
lently. “No,” he said, but he seemed 
doubtful. He said “Turned sixty 
and still got me health.” “Oh yes,” 
said the doctor, “1 can see that all 
right.” He laughed nervously. 
They said good evening and went 
each to his own gate. 

The sun was well down when the 
doctor stopped his car by the gate 
and got out. There was daylight 
left, but the fields were deserted. 
He opened the gate and then, 
remembering the elder girl's skirt 
went back to the car for his 
umbrella. He walked quickly across 
the field, unrolling it as he went. 
He tip-toed round the side of the 
rick looking for the steps. 

The rustling seemed almost on 
top of him. He shrank back into the 
wall of hay, his umbrella at the 
realy. There was another rustle, 
and then the silence shut in so 
completely that he began to think 
he had imagined it. He lowered 
the point of his umbrella and, 
leaning forward, looked cautiously 
in both directions, but could see 
nothing. 

The creak, the unidentifiable 
rushing sound and the tremendous 
thud came so close on top of each 
other that he found himself still 
leaning and looking sideways when 
the silence again supervened. “Dang 
it,” said the farmer, ‘Thought I was 
a gonner.” He hobbled off across the 
field, muttering to himself. The first 
star winked suddenly and an owl 
cleared its throat and gave a tenta- 
tive hoot. Leaning against the 
scented wall of hay with his half- 
opened umbrella in his hand, the 
doctor waited his turn. 

P. M. Hueparp 


Jl os Cee | Oe hi 


THOUGHTS ON SEEING A RATHER RAPID 
PERFORMANCE OF A POETIC DRAMA BY 
MR. CHRISTOPHER FRY 


S I have turned a page 
+43 Thick with that mighty line 
Echoing the age 
When England flew her lions with such pride, 
I have thought not of the stage 
But of those men who stood beside 
The apron, holiday-fine, 
Or jostled far back to the timbered wall 
Of Swan or Fortune or that wooden O; 
And, seeing all 
The ‘prentice-lads and burghers and the few 
Farmers to market staring at the show 
Beneath a London sky of country blue, 
I have asked, What did all this beauty mean 
To them, that firet 
Outburst of glorious mouthing, scene by scene, 
In words they knew but had not thought of #0? 


And now I know 
They half suspected that it was sublime— 
And might have understood it, given time. 
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FROM THE CHINESE 


“A Little Knowledge .. .” 





|= study of the stars 
Said the scribe Ching Fo 
Has always been considered 
Beneficial and worthy 
Kindling in Man 
The sense of the sublime 
Pressing upon his attention 
The wonders of Nature 
Revealing splendidly 
The vastness of the Universe 
For myself 
I am doubtful 
It was written 
By the sage Lo Wang 
The less we know 
About the cooking, 
The more we enjoy 
The feast 
For « xample 
The wise men tell ua, 
The blue stars 
Are very hot 
And the red stars 
Are cooler 
This may be true 
But the information 
Is not very helpful 
To the ordinary man 








be gentleman with the 


Jous moustache next to the 
wdy in the rabbit-jur coat.” 


And it is so far 

From what is expected 
That it disturbs the mind. 

I have told my son 
That Antares, 

‘Rival to Mars,’ 
Is the Star of War 

Because it is a red-hot blaze 
Now that I know 

That it is a cooler star 
Than the blue star Veua 

Which looks like ice 
Refreshing and peaceful 

I feel a fool 
And cannot tell 

What to say to my son 
Then we are told 

That the Sun, 
That great furnace, 

The source of life, 
The cauldron of joy, 

Is as a candle 
Compared with stars 

Which we can hardly see 
The bright planets 

Jupiter and Venus 
Larger, it seems, more fiery 

Than the stars, 
Are lifeleas globes 

Without heat or brilliance 
Reflecting feebly 

The light of the Sun 
And this great Earth, 

The illustrious residence 
Of the human race, 

Of which we are so proud 
Is but another planet 

Of no great size 
\s you may see 

At the Feast of Virgins 
A garden glowing 

With torch and lantern 
But here and there 

In a dark corner 
Is a lonely turnip 

Without a light 
If a man stood 

On the nearest star 
Looking through the strongest glass 

At this corner of the sky, 
He would not see 

Our Earth at all 
On the other hand, 

So distant (they say) 
Is the nearest star 

That its light 
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"s definitely a modern 
type—plays the harpsichord.” 


Takes four and a half years 
To reach us 
And if it exploded 
We should not know about it 
For four vears 
And a half 
For myself 
Said the scribe Ching Fo 
I do not find 
These facts inspiring 
They nourish less 
The sense of the sublime 
Than my sense of smallness 
The smallness of Man 
It is not a good thing 
For Man to feel small 
It seems to me 
Said the scribe Ching Fo, 
The less we know 
About the stars the better 
Our ignorant ancestors 
Thought that our Earth 
Was the centre of All Things; 
That round our home 
The Heavens revolved 
Obedient and admiring, 
Supplying Man 
With Heat and Light 
With Beauty 
And Aids to Travel 
And I, at least,” 
Said the scribe Ching Fo, 
Am not persuaded 
That they were not right. 
At all events 
It was a more sublime fancy 
Than a lonely turnip 
Without a light 
In a dark corner 
At the Feast of Virgins.” 
A. P. H 
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The Government did not have a 
very pleasant or restful day in either 
House, even 
though Min- 
Neuse of Commees:, isterial reverses 

and criticism 
from the “friendly” back-benches 
are taken, nowadays, with the calm 
born of long use. True, Mr. R. A. 
Butier, after hearing several critica! 
speeches from the back-benches 
behind him on the subject of the 
taxation of business profite, did 
crack back—but of that more anon. 

In their Lordships’ House the 
Government's plans for the future 
of the B.B.C. were under debate, 
with that dour figure, Lord Rerru, 
looking on watchfully—it was he 
who opened the debate last week. 
One of the Government's proposals 
is that—sometime, when replace- 
ments of television parts, both 
transmitting and receiving, is easier, 
and when the state of the world 
in general is easier too—there 
may be Government permission for 
sponsored television. 

This proposal, vague as it was, 
was regarded by some noble Lords 
as being the thin end of the wedge, 
the thick end of the cathode tube, 
or whatever is the appropriate meta- 
phor in the circumstances. They 
saw, in the mind’s eye, Miss Flossie 
Footlyte actually interrupting Shake- 
speare or Wagner with a smiling 
injunction to wash one’s smalls with 
‘“Dazzla” soap-substitute, or some 
such similar desecration of the 
classics. 

That way, they seemed to say, 
with all the dramatic emphasis of a 
radio actor, that way lies the end 
of culture in looking-in. 

“Hey! Don’t get too excited,” 
replied Lord de la Warr, the 
Postmaster General, in effect. 
“ Even if this plan is approved now, 
nothing will be done to put it into 
operation—if and when the time 
comes—without Parliament's ex- 
press approval.” 

But this was no consolation, it 
seemed, for those who saw the Way 


House of Lords: 
Radie Criticism 


IMPRESSIONS 
OF 
PARLIAMENT 


Ahead as dark and grim and 
advertisement-strewn, Lord Branp 
for instance, grew almost tearful 
about the short-sightedness of those 
who looked on the sometime-in-the 
future plan for sponsored TV as 
“a small thing.” It would, he 
said, a quiver in his voice, mean a 
deterioration of the whole level of 
broadcasting. 

He found a staunch ally in Lord 
MacponaLp OF GWAENYSGOR, on 
the other side of the House, who 
proclaimed his willingness to go to 
the stake in opposition to sponsored 
programmes, having had experience 
of them abroad. “Pah!” retorted 
Lord Brapazon or Tara, “all the 


Impressions of Parliamentarians 


Mr. A. Henderson 
(Rowley Regis and Tipton) 


best papers have advertisements! 
Are your Lordships conscious of any 
moral down-drag because of them /”’ 

That's all very well, snapped 
Lord Branp, but it's as if someone 
came along and ordered me to read 
the advertisements before I was 
allowed to read the leader in The 
Times. Their Lordships shuddered. 

Lord Hawke produced the re- 
volutionary idea (and a lot more 
shudders) that the viewing public 
would prefer beer with their 
Beethoven—or perhaps shopping 
with their Chopin—to having no 
classics at all. So he favoured 
sponsoring. 

The battle raged back and 
forth, some arguing with vehemence 
that the B.B.C.’s monopoly should 
be broken and rival TV shows 
allowed, others contending with 
passion that that meant the end of 
all culture. Lord Rerra (whom Lord 
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Brapazon announced to be both 
Father and Mother of the B.B.C.) 
glowered severely on friend and 
foe alike. “ Feather-bedded, that’s 
what the B.B.C. is!” rasped Lord 
Barour or Incuryr., “What the 
public wants should be the sole 
criterion of serviee.” And he wanted 
sponsored programmes. Lord Rap- 
oLirre felt “deep dismay” at the 
prospect of sponsored programmes. 
But the Lord Chancellor, in a 
lively speech, defended the Govern- 
ments plans, declaring roundly that 
the critics seemed to take the line 
that whatever the pablic wanted 
was automatically bad for them. 
The critics had shown a “ holier than 
thou” attitude, an air of ineffable 
superiority which he rejected. 
Every argument the eritics had used 
had been used, with appropriate 
adjustments, at the time when John 
Milton fought for freedom to print. 
The critics tut-tutted and 
glanced at each other as if to say: 
“This is the very sort of thing you 
might get on a sponsored pro- 
gramme: ‘Use Churchill's Govern- 
ment for Whiter White Papers!’” 
And, after all that, and with 
noble faces set in lines of grim 
determination, their Lordships . . 
agreed to the withdrawal, without a 
vote, of a motion by Lord Rerru 
criticizing the White Paper, and 
everybody went home. It’s an old 
Upper House custom, invented by 
the Grand Old Duke of York. 
The Other Place was still busy 
with the Finance Bill, and Mr. 
Burier and his team had to sit 
through a blizzard of their own 
from the Government back-benches. 
The crities did not like the Govern- 
ment’s intention to put higher taxes 
on business profits than even the 
last Government had done, and fhey 
said so with some emphasis. It was 
noted that Mr. BurLer was showing 
some signs of tension—tapping his 
teeth with a pencil, and so on. 
Then he got up to have his say, 
unsmiling, pale and with a grimly 
set jaw. He intended to go on with 
the taxes on profits, he said, his 








‘Let's have 


words dropping like ice into a 
ocktail-shaker, because the Tory 
Party had promised, at the election 
to do so, and because Ae thought it 
was right 
added, suddenly flinging the whole 
block of ice, plus a bottle or two, 
he did not intend to be 
leflected from hia course 


tnd what was more, he 


at his critics 


The rest of the evening passed 


in the atmosphere of a severe family 
tiff, with Mr. B. looking steadily to 
the front, and the eritics trying to 
look him. The 
People Next Door (or, rather, across 


anywhere but at 


the Floor) seemed to derive some 

quiet amusement from the situation 

Mr. B. did not 

Tuesday, May 27 

Mr. Anan Lennox-Boyp, who 

scored as Minister of Transport in 
the recent debate 


House of Commens 


Finance Bill Again OF re-national 


iation of 
appeared 


road 
to-day in his 
other capacity as Minister of Civil 


haulage 


a Crh 


= 


CARS Ae} i 


ade to Cvprus this year. I1 


Aviation. And he scored again, this 
with a statement that the 
private aviation companies were to 
be given better facilities to compete 
with the State-owned air 
Competition, said Mr. L.-B., was a 
good thing and a thing likely to 
provide the public better 
services 

Mr. Morrison was so angered 
by this statement that he provided 
a sort of loudly-muttered running 
commentary—which the Minister did 
not seem to mind. And, when the 
statement was complete, Mr. M 
rose up in his wrath and demanded 
to be told why, just at a time when 
the State-owned civil aviation was 
getting triumphantly out of the red 
and (contrary to the expectation 
of most people) beginning to pay 
its way, the Government should 
choose to rush blindly in, throw a 
spanner in the works and generally 
mess things up 

Mr. M. angry that he 
hurled all this at the Minister in a 


ORC 


time 


lines 


with 


was 
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torrential few seconds, together with 
The 
that 
nobody was going to rush in, throw 


a demand for an early debate 
Minister replied soothingly 
spanners or mess things up—and 
that, as to the debate, Mr. M. had 
better ask the Leader of the House. 
The Leader, duly appealed to, sug- 
that the 
again later. 


gested matter be raised 

Whereupon most of the Members 
on both sides of the House rose to 
continue the cross-examination of 
the Minister of Civil Aviation. But 
Mr. Speaker said that a debate 
seemed to be developing and that 
that should be arranged for some 
future time 

So, reluctantly, the House turned 
again to the Finance Bill, for the 
umpteenth day of the Committee 
Stage. This went on for a long time 
without any great excitement, but 
some was made and the 
ending of the consideration of this 
measure was brought nearer. Which 
was something 


progress 





AT THE PLAY 


Rera Drarer (Carrerton)—Suweet Madness (VauveviL.e) 


ISS RUTH DRAPER 

can safely be regarded 

) as a classic. With her 

this is not a loose phrase 

. The works of art which 
she carries in her head and voice and 
hands cannot, alas, be passed on 
intact to future generations, but | 
believe the mark they have made 
on the English mind may preserve 
them as something more than 
theatrical memories. Just as we 
think of Becky Sharp and the Fat 
Boy and Uncle Toby as being real 
people living their own lives quite 
separately from their authors, so 
already we think of the perfect 
secretary, Miss Nichols, and of the 
perfect dowager opening the bazaar ; 
and when we drag reluctant friends 
through the groves of bindweed and 
ground-elder our murmur of regret 
that they didn’t see the garden 
three weeks earlier now comes 
instinctively, without reference to 


Miss Rura Draree 
Opening a Bazaar 


Miss Drarger. In her case ALL MY 
OWN WORK is a claim worth making 
Other great actresses have left us 
immortal records of golden per- 
formances in famous parts, but who 
else out of her own imagination and 
solid craftamanship has given us 
such a splendid gallery of characters 
and, more remarkably, such a host 
of unforgettable invisibles? Surely, 
knowing all we do about him, most 
of us could pick out Mr. Clifford 
from his fellow Rotarians without 
much difficulty ¢ 

Miss Draper is in London for 
six weeks, in a series of programmes. 
None of her sketches is new, though 
one was for me—a brilliant account 
of the reactions of a French star 
to different kinds of visitor to her 
dressing-room. The actress soothes 
a@ young poet, steers a rich patron 
towards the willing loan of his 
motor-car, explodes to her manager 
in a blaze of histrionics; and when 
at last she is so utterly exhausted 
that she dreads the curtain, the 
arrival of a party of diplomats 
brings her back into the ring as fresh 
as paint. All these emotions come 
marvellously from the magic boxes 
of temperament and technique. To 
quarrel even faintly with Miss 
Drarer seems the very height of 
ingratitude, but one cannot help 
wishing she would add a few fresh 
weapons to her armoury. Since 
the war a lot has happened to us 
on which her unique comments are 
missing 


The sillier fringes of psycho 
analysis are the very stuff of farce, 
and in Sweet Madness Mr. Perer 
Jones falls on them wittily. A 
young prig, rich and pompous and 
played selflessly by Mr. Rrenarp 
ATTENBOROUGH, seeks a soul-mate 
whose subconscious flows parallel 
with his, and so a foreign quack puts 
him in touch with another problem 
child. Seldom can a consulting- 
room card-index have yielded a more 
perplexing dividend than Miss 
GeraLpine McEway, poised to kill. 
This charming and original young 
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actress masses a devastating equip- 
ment as an ingenue terrible. When 
she wishes she can assume the 
expression of a startled dabchick 
and the intonation of a slightly Irish 
cockatoo, while in strategic reserve, 
for all her glistening innocence, 
lurks the goal-winning kick of an 
emu. The other main ingredients 
here area professional heart-breaker, 
taken very pleasantly by Mr. Rosin 
Batwey, and the ego-engineer him- 
self, whose tipsy confessions of 
futility Mr. Martin Miner seizes 
upon for one of those galvanic 
comic performances that gloriously 
defy the laws of gravity 


Recommended 
Dragon's Mouth (Winter Garden) 
a notable experiment by Priestley 
and Jacquetta Hawkes. Much Ado 
About Nothing (Phoenix), a pro- 
duction far too good to be missed. 
The Mortimer Touch (Duke of 
York's), Linklater’s wild farce. 
Eric Keown 


a A wy 


Valentine Criap— 
Me. Ricwarp ATrensoroucn 
Janet Andrews— 
Miss Geratpove McEwan 
Henry Winter—Mr. Roam Baitey 





James Connie 


lhtweon 


Henny 


Mitiano Meronens 


Monaan; Steve 


[My Siz Convicts 
Punch Pinero—Gumert Roranv 


Kopac— dav Apter 


AT THE PICTURES 


» My Six Convicts 


ro 


}OT having read the book 


"y DowaLp 


t Pow ELL 
WiLson on 


’ N which My 


= we Sit Convicts (Director 
P % He oo FREGON ESE) is 

based, I can’t be 
how much ite facts were edited to 


aure 
produce what turns out to be a 


prison picture” that, in 
other * prison 
different 


other 


many 
ways resembling 
poe tures from 


words 


i quite 
them in mood In 
though many of the expected in 
cidents and characters turn up, and 
the climax is the good old organized 
uttempt to break out, the 
iffair is played for laughs very much 
more than usual. To say this may 
vive the impression that the film is 
in poor taste: unquestionably a 
prison full of men serving long sen 


whole 


tences for serious crime is hardly a 
suitable background for unthinking 
farce. But this is not unthinking 
farce; except for the climax and 
certain other touches of melodrama 
it is reflective, sympathetic if 
sometimes over-whimsical comedy, 
rising out of a sincere attempt to 
benefit the prisoners, not to deride 
them. The central though not the 
most memorable figure is ‘ Doc 

the pevchologist whose aim is to get 
psychological treatment introduced 
as a permanent part of the penal 
system. On six months’ trial at an 
enormous (one thousand prisoners) 
American prison he gradually, after 


a disheartening period of suspicion 


Deadline 


and ridicule from both inmates and 
staff, acquires the confidence of the 
men, and this film narrates his 
experience with the six of them who 
become his assistanta in giving 
psychological tests to the others 
The tone is set by the one (endear 
ingly played by Mi.tarp Mrrcwete) 
who happens to be a natural 
comedian: the others include, by a 
dispensation fortunate for the script 
a hard self-advertising gangster, an 
alcoholic, and a 
killer’ to precipitate the climax 
Perhaps rather too many narrative 
problems are got round by the use 
of linking passages of commentary 
and certainly in places the accom 
panying music is too much em 
phasized where the scene would be 
more effective played in silence or 
with nothing but natural 
Some of the dialogue, too, tends to 
get lost in the echoing corridors of 
the prison. But as a whole this is 
intelligently entertaining, humane 
and worth seeing, not to be avoided 
merely because it’s ‘another prison 
picture.” 


psychopathic 


sound 


You may think you have seen 
too many hewspaper 
but Deadline (Director MICHARD 
Brooks), which in the U.S 


films, too 


seems 
to have been mysteriously called 
Deadline—WU S.A is an excep 
tionally good one. I read that much 
of it was shot in a real New York 
newspaper office, and the impression 


OSS 
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of authenticity in the detail isstrong, 
although as usual it is heightened 
and worked up according to the 
newspaperman’s taste for dramatiz- 
ing himself and romanticizing his 

Humpurey Boaart 
what is often called a 
editor,” the 

crusade” 


profession 
appears as 
crusading 
behind his 


motive 
against a 
being strengthened 
by the need to provide some spec- 


big racketeer 


tacular reason for his paper's con- 
tinued existence when it is about 
to be sold to, and merged in, a rival. 
The assumption at the end is that 
the paper will be saved, though this 
is not stated definitely —the point of 
the story is the fight to save it, with 
the incidental picture of its people at 
work and the exciting pursuit of the 
villain. Further irrelevancies are 
the editor's domestic troubles and 
a certain tendency to bang over a 
stern message about the nobility of 
a free press, but nothing prevents 
the piece from ‘being continuously 
intensely entertaining. 
Survey 

One of the most interesting things 
in London is Mourning Becomes 
Electra, made in 1947 and now shown 
for the first It’s still 
essentially “strong "’ stagedrama, not 
making its effects as a film should 


here time 


but it’s impressively done 
Of the releases, not one has been 
Bugles in the 
1 flernoon is quite a good Cavalry-v.- 
Indians Weatern 
Ricwarp MALLetrT 


written about here 


Dead! ine 
Journalist 


Humrurey Bocart 
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BOOKING OFFICE 


Ancient Conflicts 


Solitary Confinement. Christopher 
Cockeran, &/6 


Lease of Life. Andrew Milbourne. Museum Press, 
Fight Against Fears. L wy Freeman 12/6 


OURAGE and fear are as closely related as love and 
hatred. You cannot have courage without fear, 
because one is the conquest of the other. In more 
cheerful moments we like to think that at least some 
of the causes of fear are being eliminated, yet Belsen is 
fresh in our memories and the forced labour camps of 
Siberia are a current fact. And now we have a fresh 
crop of terrors bred by the nervous disorders of a 
generation that has had no time to adapt itself to the 
mad acceleration of the mechanical age. At any rate 
it is a hopeful sign that young writers are discussing 
fear openly, as if no longer ashamed of it. 

This week three authors deal with it in different 
ways. The most interesting is Mr. Christopher Burney, 
whose Solitary Confinement tells us the processes by 
which he kept sane during eighteen months in a German 
cell, ten feet by five, in Paris. This is not a war book; 
its eareful first-hand analysis of the effects of isolation 
on the mind has general application. To relieve the 


Burney. Clerke and 


12/6 


Gollancz, 


dangerous monotony of the day Mr. Burney resorted 
He disciplined himself strictly 


to all kinds of tricks. 
by keeping his wretched piece of bread untouched for 
hours, took long imaginary walks, ending in gargantuan 
meals, over remembered country, cleaned his nails with 
nannie-like precision and forced himself to recite stiff 
geographical details. But what seems chiefly to have 
saved him was an interminable debate on theology in 
which he slowly arrived at a personal solution to the 
paradox of an angry and a loving God. A Bible was 
his sole reading. As he grew humbler hope began to 
take the place of his deep fear of torture and death. 
To a curious degree he became self-sufficient, and 
embarrassed by any contact with his fellow prisoners. 
Late in his story he speaks, amazingly, of his “mild 
eontentment.” Everything at last seemed relative; 
when he was moved from one frightful cell to another 
he says it felt like being uprooted from a Georgian 
house to a villa. Having graduated with honours, he 
went on to Buchenwalkd!. His was courage in its purest 
form, because it could draw no comfort from humanity. 
Self-pity is absent from this singularly clear attempt 
to make us understand the almost unimaginable. 

So is it from Lease of Life, in which Mr. Andrew 
Milbourne describes modestly and often very movingly 
how he lost both hands and an eye at Arnhem, and 
after a period of humiliation and bitterness that nearly 
broke his marriage found self-respect working at the 
face of a coal-mine, before being given a permanent job 
in the Civil Service. Depressed at leaving the regular 
Army and haunted by the feeling that his useful life 
was over, he drove himself to master artificial limbs 
and—even more important—his own temperament. 
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It was a desperately difficult business. Only by 
reading his homely and humorous account of it can one 
begin to realize the size of an achievement from which 
he comes out a new man, happy and satisfied. 

Miss Lucy Freeman's case was quite different. 
She was simply a victim of the “progress” that 
equipped nearly every room in ber home with a radio 
and gave her brother a motor-car at thirteen. A 
successful New York reporter, she lived at a killing 
pace that wrecked her nerves and her health. After a 
fruitless round of doctors, she relapsed on the couch of 
a psycho-analyst, who forced her to slow up and think. 
Fight Against Fears is a record of her life and cure, 
It is written with more wisecracks than humour. 
Even when her analyst considered that the sluggishness 
which overcame her at her typewriter might be due to 
unconscious suicidal impulses—a poor leok-out for 
some of us!—she seems to have registered no amuse- 
ment. But in spite of the triviality of much of its 
outpourings her book has the merit of complete 
honesty. Erto Keown 


Louisa May Alcott. Macleleine B. Stern. Peter Nevill, 21- 

No one would have been more surprised than the 
author of “Litthke Women” and other inspired pot- 
boilers to find herself the subject of a definitive 
biography, “written on a Guggenheim Fellowship,” 
with seventy pages of sources and bibliography. This 
characteristic American tribute has only one exception 
to its comprehensiveness. It fails to explain how the 
Socratic Skimpole who was Louisa’s father managed 
to marry the gallant and well-bred mother of his four 








daughters. Reared mainly at Concord, Mass... on 
apples and dry bread, Louy was taught by her adored 
Mr. Emerson that “that which is done at home must 
tn the spirit of the age to us Thoreau was the 
Mr. Hawthorne, 

The celebrities 
Dickens 


personally distasteful to 


ian who revealed nature to her 
Old Manse, stood for mystery 
beheld as such—the 
ung Mr Ww ilde were 
She was a child of the Transcendentalists and of a 


rie 
at The 
hoarse, red-faced 
her 
series of precarious New England homes H. P.-E 
Mann Secher and Warburg 


The 
i 


No novel of (Edipus Rex” 
ever published has portrayed such frightful human 
Thomas Mann The 
Holy Sinner from a seven-hundred-year-old legend of 
other. If ever 
been in their 


Holy Sinner 


drama —including 


lilemmas as Dr reconstructs in 


love with each 
then it 


spiritual torments, though their punishment, and their 


twit who fall in 


hell was on earth must have 
sin, does not become apparent in its full horror until 
he twine produce a child by the name of Grigorss 
From the start the boy is evidently destined to live 

through wons of 


in a casket 


if eternity is contained in a second 
spirit 


Survives 


val agony Hle ia cast out to sea 


grows up in a monastery, marries his mother 
spends seventeen years expiating his and his father’s 
in, tied to arock, and becomes Pope by some mysterious 

vement of holy compassion. Writing in the style 
Dr. Mann evokes a terrible 


of an early Christian monk 


world with passion and sympathy; and so successful 

is he in holding the reader hypnotized that only time 

in show whether this undoubted tour de force is (as it 

“py to be) a masterpiece of imaginative insight, 
4 
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You mark my words—once allow them to have spon 
sored television and before you Anow where you are we'll 
be having advertisements of some sort on the screen.” 
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LReeeTS Constable Ls 


Sea Fever A. H. Raw 

The easier and safer life at sea becomes the fewer 
sailors seem to stick to it The words, spoken some 
years ago to the present writer by the secretary of 
a leading training establishment for Merchant Navy 
officers, are as true as they are paradoxical; and Mr 
A. H Fever, in he tells the 
story of his early years as a sailor, admirably bears 
He started his seafaring life as a 
small and sickly in one of the hardest schools in 
the world, the North Sea coasting trade; but neither 
hunger, nor hardship, nor hard work, nor the occasional 
be it noted, of his 
stick to 
pump and drown” 
Baltic barques, deep-sea square-riggers—of all the ships 
of which he writes with 
dislike, and that is a tramp steamer No life for a 
’ is his summing-up of life in steam; and his 


Rasmussen's Sea which 
out the statement 
bov 


brutalities of his shipmates—not 
officers shake 


his chosen calling. Collier brigs 


could kis determination to 


he served in there is only one 


real sailor 
book is an eloquent demonstration, if any were needed, 
that 
from 


nor long absences 
monotony and the 
the sailor’s 


neither hardship, nor danger 
but 
suppression of the 


grou h in the Welfare fleets of to-day Cc 


home sheer deadly 


individual constitute 


F. 8. 


SHORTER NOTES 


Victorian Olympus Willian 
Fourth of Mr 
History He 
Vietorian 
ete whe lived like 
both the Revis 
profitable line based on 
Elgin Marbles 

Key to Modern Poetry. L 
Nevill, 12/6 modern based on 
comparison and 
Eliot Contrast attributed to developments in physics and 
peychology, eapecially the emanc ipated concept of Time and 
the Ego These ck 
disturbed structure of language and thought in modern poetry. 

Silver Wings. FE. M. Butler. Hogarth Press, 8/6. It 

that a was too much of a 
subject of a novel: Miss E. M. Butler 
Her introspective meffectual “hero,” 
novel, Silver Wings 


Gaunt Cape, 
surveys of Art 
ywement the “Classical” 
Alma-Tadema, 
in Opposition to 


Gaunt ® goseipy, ntertaining 


inapects with awe and am 
Poynter, 


Academicians — Leighton 


merchant princes and 
slists and the Modernists, plied a highly 


the 


Clothe 
diluting the precise idealism of 
with sentimentality 


Peter 
eritical 


awrence Durrell 


Survey of poetry, 


hetween Ulysses of Tennyson Gerontion of 


elopments are discussed as the key to 


was George Sand's view novelist 


monster to be made the 
has thought otherwise 
Dick Carruthers, has written a “ brilliant 
There is jealousy here, psychology, mystery, hocus-pocus, black 
magic, a potpourn of the dead leaves of the mind. 

Summer of Enchantment. Lewis Wilshire. Dent, 
10/6. Light farcical entertainment 4 domestic dragon drags 
her husband and reluctant daughter down to a haunted country 
hall. The ancient and scheming gardener is a grand character, 
the love interest is uninteresting, the “ ghosts’ add excitement, 
but the book lacks the sparkle 
enchanting 

Sweet Roman Hand. Wilfrid Blunt. Barrie, 
15/-. Another rather more expert and furnished with 
better examples than Aubrey West's last year, for the use of 
Italic as an everyday hand. A persuasive book; but the addition 
of even one chapter of elementary practical instruction would 


greatly 


anget 


there is a sort of exuberance, 


that makes absurdity 
James 


plea 


inereased its value 


My Own Unaided Work. Hermione Gingold 
Laurie, 7/6 Collection of articles and monologues with a 
reprint of Mias Gingold’s burlesque autobiography “The World 
is Square.” Theatrical endearments, good jokes, weak jokes, 
private jokes, make an odd, occasionally entertaining mixture. 
Should be read with the writer's voice and manner in mind. 

The Queen's Awards: Series 5. Gollancz, 10/6. 
collection of ingenious and polished detective stories. Editorial 
comment leas exuberant and peculiar than usual. Plots better 
than ever without any falling off in the eareful originality oi 
background that marks the 
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have 


Werner 


Good 


series 








PUNCH, June 4 1952 


THE LOWING HERD 


HE compartment throbbed with 

the sound of men sleeping. In 
the corner facing me Colonel Rack- 
straw snored in short bursts, raising 
his right hand to the salute at the 
end of each salvo and then letting 
it drop on to his evening paper with 
a crack like a whip-lash. From 
Marriott seated next to him there 
issued a series of high-pitched 
warbling notes which, with a little 
careful editing from Mr. Ludwig 
Koch, could have gone straight into 
the Home Programme as Bird-song 
of the Month. In the far corner our 
vicar was droning away at an organ 
voluntary, interspersed with some 
half-remembered banns of marriage 
from the previous Sunday. 

In desperation I opened the 
fashion magazine I was taking home 
for my wife and sought refuge in 
the world of haute couture. Almost 
immediately a sentence sprang at 
me from the printed page. “Boleros,” 
it said, “are running like wildfire 
through the Paris collections.” 

T looked at the colonel. Would 
he ever forgive me, I asked myself, 
for allowing him to sleep on in 
ignorance of such things? It was 
not a risk I was prepared to take. 

I leaned over and shook him by 
the arm. He trumpeted loudly, 
saluted twice in quick succession and 
opened his eyes. 

“What's up, Hoperoft?” he 
muttered thickly. 

“The news looks pretty bad, 
sir,” I said. “It says here that 
boleros are running like wildfire 
through the Paris collections.” 

“Boleros, eh?” The colonel 
made a gallant attempt to bring me 
into focus. “Thin end of the wedge 
when those fellows start running 
amok. First-class fighters, mind 
you, but a packet of trouble as soon 
as they're out of the line...” His 
voice tailed off and he began to nod 

“Don’t you think Marriott 
should know about this?” 1 said 
loudly. 

The colonel opened his eyes and 
stared vaguely at Marriott. Mar- 
riott chose that moment to start on 
a reprise of the seagull noises which 
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had practically emptied the com- 
partment at Clapham Junction. 

“Yes,” said the colonel, “I 
think he should.” He nudged 
Marriott in the ribs. The bird-song 
stopped and Marriott woke up. 

“ Anything wrong?” 
mumbled. 

“Quite a lot,” said the colonel 
tartly. ‘ Hoperoft here tells me that 
boleros are running like wildfire 
through the Paris collections.” 

“ Are they, by Jove!” Marriott 
blinked at us. “We had a plague 
of ‘em onee under our floorboards 
Little beggars had eaten clean 
through a couple of joists and were 
starting on the third. Boleros, 
eh!” He andid another button of 
his waisteoat and closed his eyes 
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The colonel nudged him again. 
‘ Better tell the padre,” he shouted. 

Marriott opened one eye and 
peered at the viear, who had just 
embarked on a tremulous vor 
humana passage. “I quite agree, 
sir,” he said. He shook the vicar by 
the knee and woke him. 

“We thought you ought to 
know, padre,” said Marriott, “that 
boleros are running like wildfire 
through the Paris collections.” 

The vicar yawned. “T can well 
believe it,” he said sleepily, “We 
find an alarming number of foreign 
coins in our own offertories.” 

He settled back in his corner 
and closed his eyes. In a few 
moments the compartment throbbed 
with the sound of men sleeping. 





TRIPLETS 


( ‘OLONEL and Mrs 
4 droned the 
Mr. Sewhy-Ash 


Segby 


Jumper 

man at the door 
and Mias Peggy 
Ash, Bishop Stoot and Lady 
Cicely Stoot. Mr. Sympaon.’ 

It was a political dinner, and I 
had arrived early my self. A mistake 
mob that 
followed me had gradually hemmed 


in tactics, beeause the 


me into a corner of the room, where 
I had hardly space to lift my gin. 

Sympson shook hands with our 
host and emirked at 
anc then 


our hostess 
disappeared in the 
direction of the bar 

That was Sympson,” I said to 
Brigadier who was holding 
his cocktail above his head like a 


banner 


Hogg, 


with a strange device, to 
prevent its being crushed against his 
waistcoat 

Waa it?” he 
absorbed in the 


said, He 
task of trying to 


bet ween 


was 


lever his elbow 


two fat 
in order to get his 
ylass on a level with his lips, and did 
not seem particularly interested in 


new 


back -benchers 


arrivals 
I turned my 


towards the 


eyes once more 
who 
was still announcing guests in great 
numbers 

Commander Flit, Mr 
Gooch 


man at the door, 


and Mrs 


Miss Svelte and Miss Carmen 





Svelte, the Right Honourable Perwy 
Drooping, Sir Peter and Lavy 
Collarby-Starch. Mr. Sympson 

I gazed in astonishment as the 
Collarby-Starches drifted away and 
made room once again for Sympson 
There was no mistaking him. He 
shook hands with with 
the same egregious expression and 
bowed in the same fake-Regency 
fashion to our hostess. Perhaps his 
made-up tie had worked a little 
farther round towards his left ear 
but that was all 

“Sympson has just come in 
again,” I said to Brigadier Hogg 

Don't be absurd,” said the 

Brigadier irritably. “Why should 
he come in twice? I reckon you've 
had too much pink gin 

He had managed to lever his 
elbow between the two back 
benchers, but they had closed in on 
it and he still could not get his glass 
near his lips. I tried to help him by 
giving one of the back-benchers a 
gentle push, but, apart from upset- 
ting most of the Brigadier’s cock 
tail over the other back-bencher's 
shoe, achieved little 

The Brigadier gave up all hopes 
of refreshment and joined me in 
gazing at the man at the door. 

“Mr. and Mrs, Gallup,” he 
saying, “Miss Pansy Trott 
and Mrs. Griddle, His Highness 
the Bam Wanjar of Ghool. Mr 
Sympson,” 


our host 


was 


Major 











‘Flow could I signal that I was going to reverse? 


There 
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The Brigadier 
oddly 
There's 


looked at me 


Sympson now,” he 
“Only just got here. You've 
no head for spirits, as I've often told 
you, and ought to stick to beer.” 

Dinner was announced before | 
could reply, and I erept uneasily 
into the huge dining-room and found 
my allotted place. I had decided 
to stick to water for the rest of 
the evening 


said 


Sympson sat down opposite. 
You'd think,” 


across the table 


he said, leaning 
‘that by this time 
they'd have invented a fool-proof 
flash-bulb. A pal of mine on the 
Daily Wire very decently offered to 
do me a bit of good by including me 
in a picture of the Minister for 
Denationalization receiving his 
flash-bulb failed 
had to make three 
separate entrances I hope nobody 


guests, but his 


twice, so | 


noticed 

I don’t suppose anybody did,” 
I said, gratefully accepting a glass 
of white 


wine from the waiter. 


D. H. Barser 
& & 


POWER 
ALL power corrupts . . 
likes 
To ride on half-horse auto-bikes; 
My heart, indeed, was purer when 
i drove an Open Tourer Ten. 


a 


| 


. yet no one 


ot a signal for it. 
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IT’S TIME 





Se 7 _,. 
you have good neighbours 





before you go 


If you're going away, look in first at your local garage with the 
SHELL and BP sign. Have a quick check-over for oil, tyres, 
brakes, petrol: make sure there’s nothing faulty; nothing which will 
let you down and spoil your holiday. 


to change to 
SHELL X-100 Motor Oil 


If you haven't already done so, change NOW to Shell X-100 Motor 
Oil—the great new oil that fights Acid Action, main cause of engine 
wear. With Shell X-100 Motor Oil, your engine is constantly 
protected against wear caused by harmful combustion acids. Shell 
X-100 Motor Oil improves engine performance and prolongs the 
life of your car. 








~ . =~ 
vt eer ces 


under the SHELL and BP sign 





Two Steeples th 


EXCLUSIVE KNITWEAR 


Hosigry, Underwear, Sportswear 
Gol Kose, Fullovers, Waistcoats. 
Made in Leicestershire the home of 
the industry by English Craftsmen. 


TWO STEEPLES LTO WIGSTON LEICESTER ENGLAND 


ac me 
BANKS 


INSURANCE 


4 medium Sherry 
COM PANIES 


for all occasions 

INVESTMENT 
TRUST 

COMPANIES 





The investor can obtain a well- 

diversified interest spread over 
} the stocks and shares of these 
| financial institutions through the 
} medium of the 


_ Bank Insurance 
| Trust Corporation 
Group of Unit Trusts 


For full particulars, including 
prices of Units and their yields, 
apply through your stock- 
broker, banker, solicitor or 
| accountant, or direct to the 
Managers of the Trusts:—~ 





BANK INSURANCE TRUST CORPN, 
LTD 
THIRTY CORNHILL 
LONDON, E.C.3 


wee. we a a 


c blacnable from gee d fe wollors 
the we ld cre? 


Chrome Steel modd @ 
lustre ted 12 15 


Uneleding Tax) incheding Tax) 


ROAMER WATCHES LTD. 


LONDON, E.C.1 
Pe 
7 «se 


5. ~ 

; 

>, an. e 
et es ee | 

a. OUR CARE—YOUR CONFIDENCE: » 

————— ——— 
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INTEREST INCREASED 


from july ist 1952 


2347 

“i / 

TAX PAID BY SOCIETY 

No expenses on investment or withdrawal 
Deposits received at 2°, the Society paying Income Tax 

Write fer full peruculars 
GRAYS BUILDING SOCIETY 
#5TD. 1680 22 NEW ROAD * GRAYS * ESSEX 
Offices 3) UNTON ROAD BARKING ESSEX 


& 4 WHEELER GATE NOTTINGHAM (Mr.C. O. Day 
Assets ¢2,000,000 Reserves £68,000 

















JOHN M. PERKINS & 
SMITH LTD. 
| LONDON ROAD . BRAUNSTON . WR. RUGBY 


Vent-Axia 
for Better Air 
Conditions 

















e 
st 
ya? 
N 


in COMMERCE 


Simplest 
form of controlled _ 


é 
PEPE 
$ ogc Je}- 
ventilation _.- + 


Sherries of Distinction 


VENT AXIA LTD., 9 VICTORIA ST., 5.W.! 
L Abbey 6441 4 at GLASGOW MANCHESTER. 
BIRMING! AM. LEEDS. NEWCASTLE UPON-TYNE 


= 


BRITISH % SEAGULL 
"The best- Outboard Moter in the World” 


THE BRITISH SEAGULL CO 


LTO.. POOLE. DORSET Telephone POOLE 618 
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HE ASTON MARTIN is designed and built by one of the 14 famous David Brown 
Companies for those who delight in owning the really fast race-bred luxury car. 
The Lagonda is the fabulous thoroughbred 24 litre with “such good manners at 
go m.p.h.” It has its own devotees, and it is also made by a David Brown Company 
But what, you may ask, do the other 12 David Brown Companies do? Sir, they 
make more gears of more kinds than anyone else in the country. The great majority of 
British Aircraft Constructors rely on the heat-resisting and high-tensile steel castings 
developed by David Brown Foundries. Tractors, both wheeled and track laying, carry 
the same name throughout world industry and agriculture. 
Wherever wealth is created or defence built up, there, almost inevitably, you will 
discover some contribution, direct or indirect, from 


THE 


DAVID BROWN 


COMPANIES 


An alliance of ee ee in gearing, steel and bronze castings, 
automobiles, agricultura! tractors and machinery 

DAVID BROWN & SONS (HUDDERSFIELD) LTD. DAVID BROWN MACHINE TOOLS LTD. 
DAVID BROWN TRACTORS LTD. THE KEIGHLEY GEAR COMPANY 
THE DAVID BROWN FOUNDRIES COMPANY DAVID BROWN-JACKSON LTD. 
THE DAVID BROWN TOOL COMPANY LAGONDA LTD. 
DAVID BROWN GEARS (LONDON) LTD. DAVID BROWN & SONS 6.A. (PTY.) LTD. 
THE COVENTRY GEAR COMPANY FRECISION EQUIPMENT (PTY.) LTD 
ASTON MARTIN LTD. DAVID BROWN (CANADA) LTD. 





HEAD OFFICE - HUDDERSFIELD - ENGLAND 





the Sea 


with a secret” 


HAVE YOU TRIED CIDAL? 
IT’S THE SOAP WITH A SECRET 


CIDAL is the remarkable new soap 
that people are discovering can do 
more than any other soap ever 
done before. 


Try CIDAL You can get 
it at s, Timot y Whites, 
many cdeat quad casio, 


It is a toilet soap of high quality, 
kind to the most delicate skin, with 
a light fresh scent that men we 
as well as women. It is 


"before he 
EE ys 





When you wash wah CIDAL it 
leaves the skin so pure and 
that bacteria cannot live on it. When 
you beth with CIDAL it removes, 
ina natural way, the bacteria which 
ferment piration and cause un- 


pleasant Body odours nd Wee You 


PURIFIES THE SKIN 


1/- 


|. Bibby & Sons Limited, Liverpool 3 | 


*PORTRAIT OF 


i Superior 
TAP 


Porwayed « the SUPATAP “De 
LUXE Basin modet. An elegant, 
cotourtul fellow of graceful pro- 
portions, yet strong and reivable 
withal. A most femilier figure in 





bathrooms of taste 





& De Luxe” Basin Meade! \\- ——— ss 


reteced rom BB WY (Crs ea, OO — nd 
NOW MUCH REDUCED IN PRICE 


SUPATAPS.. SUPATAPS.. Britain's fines 
taps are Rowing in streams from the new 
factory « Crowley, one of Europe's most 
modern plants lor domestic tap manutac- 
ture Streamlined production methods 
have resulted in & greater output with attractive shades | 

| 


reducing the 4 oy of ali models, Whee 
invest in the superior 
SUPATAP ‘and and forget drips and washer 


tower manulecturing comm which F. H 
> card whee 
purchasing SUPATARS. 


Beurner & Co (Engrs) Led. ave 
t© pass on to the peblic by substantially 
SUPATAP FEATURES 


/salnen 


= 


THE GREATEST ADVANCE IN TADS SINCE THE ROMAN ERA 


FM. BOURNER & CO.(tngrs) ive. (Oepe. C28), Manor Roya), Crewiey. Tes; Crawtey 1312/3/4 | 


W Finger-light in operation. 
% A model tor every domestic purpose—tfully guaranteed, 
without time limit 


lotder showing complete range of models post free from mekers. 
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body and 


breath odours 


Amplex does not merely disguise odours, it prevents them ever 
happenng—from within the body. Amplex is Gordon Young 
activated chlorophyll, which is the lifegiving substance found 
in all green vegetables. It gives complete immunity from all 
breath and body odours. Already over a million men and 
women rely on Amplex for that personal freshness that makes 
all the difference to self confidence and means so much socially. 


One Amplex tablet daily for top- 
to-twe bodily freshneis—under arm, 
scalp, feet, ete. After smoking, 
strong!, flavoured food and 

drink, Amplex removes all trace 
of breath odour within WO seconds 
When fe is ayost exaciong, just 
take another Amples tablet 








aco 
The world’s only Gordon Young u.¥. activated 


CHLOROPHYLL DEODORANT TABLETS 


Ache Lsboretorias Lid Lewtherhrad val of 30 tablets from al! chemists v9 


+ UE mea 
joes this mean to y 


. a soothing, cooling powder which is perfectly harmfess 
and may be used with safety on the most delicate infant or 
adult, particularly in cases of chafing or roughness of skin. 
Recommended for Prickly Heat. 


TAYLOR’S 


CIMOLITE 


AS USED IN ROYAL NURSERIES FOR 100 YEARS. 
OBTAINABLE FROM CHEMISTS OR DIRECT FROM 


SAVORY & MOORE 
143, NEW BOND STREET, LONDON, W.! 
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There is sunshine in plenty in South ~~ 


Africa—glorious heartening sunshine 
that comes to you out of a clear, blue 
sky. There is excitement and novelty 
for you, too, tasting new adventures, 





THE FINEST HOLIDAY LAND 


UNDER THE SUN 


See- 
the vast Game Reserves; majestic 
mountain scenery ; colourful native 
tribal life; the flower-decked Gar- 
den Route; the romantic gold and 
diamond mines. 


enjoying the freedom of miles of 
golden sands, visiting the modern 
towns and watering 
places. You are at 
liberty to spend as 
much money as you 
want: there are no 
currency restrictions. 


Consult your Travel Agent or write 
for literature and information. This 
office is at your service for free, 
friendly and 
non-com- 
mercial advice 
on holidays in 
South Africa. 


SOUTH AFRICAN TOURIST CORPORATION 
70 PICCADILLY, LONDON, W.1. TELEPHONE: GROSVENOR 6235 «5 Pittn Avene, New fou ID 





The most reliable, trouble-free and inexpensive form 
of timekeeping is‘ Sectric ' timekeeping! Every night 
your ‘ Sectric’ Clocks are regulated by your 
power station and every morning they are 
dead on time. No winding. No adjust- 
ments needed. No springs to break. 
Maintenance and running costs are negligible. 
Take your time by The Silent Night Time 
Service... get a ‘Sectric’ Clock today. 
Sold by Smiths 
Stockists every- 
where at prices 


from 39/6d incl. 


pT. ‘a , 
WELL GWYNNE 
Mimature rephcaof 
ee x 
brass. Fit with * “ j= 
ne 7°, Wideh 
3h”, Oapeh 2h” Price £59.10 incl. P.T. cLocKs 
SMITHS ENGLISH CLOCKS LTO. SECTRIC HOUSE.LO 
| The Clock ond Watch Division of S. Smith & Sons (England) 
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ROSS’ S Belfast Soda Water 


A grace-note to Good Whisky 








GATES of Distinction 
Quiet, perfect (PLAIN WROUGHT IRON O8 ORNAMENTAL 
grooming for men | 
by ail 


F Li 
or all social occasions good Scotch 

















Whisky is the best and safest drink, 





(Dept. AA), 


cheering, mellow, and smoothly satis- THE WEBLEY M. if] AIR RIFLE 


fying. At meals it stimulates appetite | Se Semoeueeee guutee 


for wer on enclosed 


and aids digestion. The high traditions | 
| &, 
of the great distillers of Scotland ensur caaam ap be coum 


. | by this extremely accurate and power- 
its purity So stick to Scotch—and give tul Aw Rifle. ideal for Target Practce 
Write for deser 


itaname... | waesay @ scor 








Don’t be Vague 





ask pod AUTOCAR. 


can assist you 
Good grooming goes hand- in-hand | 


with comfort. Lenthéric After with @ complete ELECTRICAL 


Shave Lotion brings you both, AND CARBURETTOR SERVICE 
In handy-grip flacon $/- & 8/4 for all makes of British and 
Osher items in the Lonchérie renge fer men Americon Cars and Trucks. 
Tanbork Cote; - & ae G 
Mar Shove Poder he > GENUINE SPARES IN STOCK 
Sx alm Stemudunt 64 
Mol Dressing a4 


Or tiki ortine 5)-4 0 
Lather Showing Cream H- 
Men s Soop 


Man Abewt Town’ Oy Dan een ws 


beans w Towers covers ONO FINER WHISKY GOES INTO ANY BOTTLE E ~ee 


PARIS 17 OLO BOND STREET WI NEW RELIANCE 386! (5 lines) 








| THE EXTRA POWER YOU Ancigaih 
| 12x40 MAGNIFICATION 


The highest power you can 
comfortably use 


The “ DENHILL” roved lightweight 
Squat model. Size 5 ins. by 6) ima. wide 
12% magnification with 40-mm. object lens. 
a ae pa ae 
focus. C adjust eyepiece. Out rs, 
$ t fe] tT T E f+) AWN G t —E Seep) oieteney ond games In English leather 
| —— lanyard a ety Send = 
Jeposit for delivery an seven days’ free t 
*%& Can be used over and over again ie bi. payable i yn em Price £17 17%, of 
t with or 17, money 
% Ne drilling, measuring or painting al if net approved. Yours for 
Write for illustrated hist of Pris- 
% Just cut it and bolt it, that’s all! Son tmalotiecitem: ope 
| —— makers. <All offered on 
Write or talephone for ihstrated literature UW eran Ga 
i }. A. DAVIS & CO. (Dept. P.N. 42) 


DEXION © 189, REGENT ST., LONDON, W.1 94104 DENMARK HILL. LONDON © = 5 
Telephone: REGent 4841 
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WHITE HARVEST 


I hed many countries salt is still made 
by the simple process of running 
sea-water into large shallow ponds and 


allowing it to evaporate in the heat of 


the sun. The rate at which sea-water 
evaporates depends mainly on the 
amount of sunlight which it absorbs, 
but in normal circumstances much of 
the sun’s heat is lost by reflection 
from the surface and bottom of the 
pond. It has been found, however, that 
if certain dyestuffs are added to the 
water more sunlight is absorbed 

and the rate of evaporation can 

be increased without affecting the 
colour of the salt. 

An enquiry from a customer 
using a dyestuff for this purpose 


led 1.C.I. to carry out a large number of 
tests, which ultimately resulted in the 
marketing of “Solivap’ Green—a 
dye outstanding in both light-fastness 
and the power to absorb radiation, and 
thus the most satisfactory for speeding- 
up evaporation. Practical trials at the 
Osborne salt works of I.C.I. Australia 
and New Zealand Ltd. showed that the 
use of “ Solivap” Green in the final 
evaporation ponds increased the yield 
of salt by 20% and correspondingly 
decreased production costs. 
To-day, * Solivap’’ Green is 
helping to increase salt 
production in countries as far 
afield as Africa, Australia, Brazil 
and India. 























Sf iv’s an occasion... 


one of the great days that happen just once in a 
ltetime . what better way to express all 
that you feel than by giving a fine Swiss watch? 


to make sure you Choose a watch that will 


tn 9-carat gold, 


to the years to come... ajo 68 


make it a 


MOVADO 


the highly prized watch 


\iustrated here are just two examples of 
Movado craftsmanship at its finest. 

Above is a gem in miniature . . . an 

exquisite Lady's watch, superbly styled in 

» ov 18 carat gold, whilst on che left is an equally 
attractive miniature watch for those who 

prefer a round model — in 9-carat gold or 
stainless steel. Both watches are anti-magnetic. 


168 FIRST OBSERVATORY AWARDS 


ld and serviced by leading jewellers all over the world 











NAME TAPES 


CASH'S OF COVENTRY 
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Ih hf 


Mi 


To mnnseruck £35 return 
To MILAN £45 . 5 return 
To saLzeurG £35 return 
To rome £59 . 3 return 


To AMSTERDAM £11 return 
(OG-Peak service) 


and to a host of other places on the Continent 
Enjoy comfort first and fast all the way, on a 
board luxury 300 m ph Convairtiners. ‘KL 
Information and reservations from all Travel cor owrce 
Agents or kim Royal Dutch Airlines, 202/4 asoarmes 
Sloane St.. London, s.w.! (ret. sto $488) and at 
Birmingham. Manchester, Glasgow and Dublin 





This is the wine 
to say ‘YES’ to! 


bNe Dy 
Soy Pally 


ease 


A distinctive white wine 
te be served « mer Rover 


BOUCHARD AINE ‘Tip, 
__ Mayfair, Tandon, wa 


Oe, 
PENS 3: 








SATHAROOM 
FURNITURE 
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the Gad-Ubout 


A full size iron which plugs in 


anywhere. Indispensable to the 
clothes-conscious and a boon 
where there are children. No 


., problem, the Gad- 
ids flat in its own case. 
weighs only |} Ibs. 


erice 49/6 


FAL 


Gad-Ubout 


ELECTRIC TRAVELLING 
IRON 


FALKS U. Dept., 91 FARRINGDON ROAD, LONDON, E.C.I. 
WEST END SHOWROOMS, 20 MOUNT STREET, PARK LANE, W.!. 


so we decidedon... 


Send for address of nearest stockist to: 


D. WHITEHEAD LTD.., Higher Mill, Rawtenstall, Lancs. 


Unlike most villages, Street, in 
Somerset, is not noted for being the prettiest in 
England. It is noted, instead, for making 
some of the prettiest shoes for women and the 
healthiest for children that all Britain can show. 
They are shown, and bought, in fifty oversea 
countries today. Clarks, shoemakers in 
Street since 1825, employ three thousand Somerset 
craftsmen to make three million pairs of Clarks shoes 
a year... for Britain, America, 
Australia, for African States and the West Indies. 
Clarks lasts and skilled technicians go 
far afield, too, hired out internationally. Shoes and 
shoe skills exported bring six-figure returns. Quite a 
pretty job of export . . . for (really) quite 


a pretty village. 











Punch, Jume 4 1952 


How to stretch your factory 
th, te Oe ce es, 


SPACE WASTED 
. When goods are heaved and humped about by hand you need lots of expensive 
lL 1es space—or work areas are cramped and cluttered, workers are held up . . . 


& : q OUCH ee A When you nego pee to work, using modern handling 
has more room, ieldavs dav ’t happen, every foot of space is meng oe pre ag space... 


To cet more propuction from the same 

BU T ¥ Or floor area make full use of overhead space. 
The My-Te-Min Electric Pulley Block saves 
manpower, speeds the flow of work, reduces 
scrap. A single My-Te-Min on an overhead 
runway makes quite a difference. Try it— 
see how soon these tircless little workers pay 
for themselves. 5 models, capacity 400 to 
3600 Ibs. Prices from £60. 

















SPECIALISTS IN 
MECHANICAL HAWOLING 





King Led. 15 Works, Mirchin, Herts, Tel: Hitchin 960. And at Stevenage 





° 
> 
. 


¥ 


eetee 


«8 Oe 
sv ff? @ * € ¢ © & 


a ee ee eo er 


esoeeveeee®#es 
“steeeavwee#e 


Nine times more powerful 


“eeeeersese#ee2eete 


>... ee fe? © ee F 


than ordinary flysprays, 


this press-button fly and wasp killer 


‘ 


contains safe and super-efficient 


> 


“Pybuthrin”. <A single container 
provides long-lasting protection against 


disease-carrying flies and other winged 


a oe es ee ee 


imsect pests. Get one from your chemist 


ee a ee oe a ee ee 


or ironmonger today. Price 7/6. 


» 
Se Se ee ee ee 
ae a a oe ee 

a ee er 


oe ¢-# ee 8 ¢ 
eee #8 #8 


* 


COOPER, MeDOUGALL A ROBERTSON LTO, SERKHAMSTED, HERTS. ford. 105 
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“Here’s hoping that 
more may discover 
the pleasure of 

smoking BARNEYS” 


: Vaturally... IT GOES ANYWHERE 


How's that, umpire? An Ever Ready Alidry Radio Receiver wins all tests! 
That's because it is easily carried about and, what is more important, it will 
work wherever it is carried! You see, Ever Ready Alidry Radio uses no 
aerial, earth or mains wires and no accumulators. it is, therefore, free to 
entertain you wherever you may be. 


The Ever Ready Brief Case Portable (illus- 
trated) costs you only 


£15 . 8 . 6 ready to switch on 





' Every ome of wry friends who bas tried this Tobacco seems to 

same © as myself, In this connection | mi 

time | bought a tin | told the Tobacconist 

Barneys recently and enjoyed it. 1 as im, 

anything else, whether be knew of any other 

would be an improvement on it, and be informed me that be bonestly could 
not recommend anything as good. 





Here's boping that more people may discover the pleasure of 
jarneys.”” 
Yours faithfully, 


Barneys 


= the Ideal Tobacco 


FROM THE SIMPLE DIGNITY of the elie ae on. — Be oe a 

modified radiator and lamp treatment 24 Holborn, London, E.C.1. 

to the separate lock-up compartment Py ag" 

now provided for the spare wheel, | 19 fome's which hes won 20 many friends from the commendations 
giving an unobstructed floor to the very of older smokers. Smokers abroad can for personal 

large boot, the 1952 version of the Ex-bond and British Duty-free, in 2 Ib. parcels, to many lands, not, 
Rover Seventy-Five reflects a steady as yet, to all. 

advance in the quality of design and P bowle (full), Barney drum), and 

finish which has for so many years been * Parsons Pleasure (mild). 4/5 the oz each 

the hallmark of a Rover car. | John Sinclair Led., Manufacturers, Newcastle upon Tyne, Eng. 


MPANY LTD. SOLINULL, BIRMINGHAM also DEVONSHIRE HOUSE, LONDON 


328) @ 
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MADE SY THE ROVER C« 








“ on Tue Lonpos MARIV 


IS HERE! IT’S NEW! 
THE TYRE SPECIALLY BUILT TO 
CUT RUNNING COSTS! 


mm Je Luxe 


ALL-WEATHER TYRE BY GOODSYEAR 


G points oF SUPREMACY 


@ LONGER Life. Tread is tougher, wider, flatter 
— gives lasting wear. 


@ EXTRA STAMINA. Stronger cord fabric resists 
cruellest road shocks. 


@ STRONGER GRIP. More grip, safer cornering from 
Diamond Tread — with Stop Notches. 


@ MORE STABILITY. High tensile steel beads for 
firm anchorage on rim. 


@ STRONGER SIDEWALLS. Thicker, tougher shoulder 
buttresses protect sidewalls from strain, kerb-scuffing. 


@ INCREASED ComForT. Strength and resilience correctly 
balanced for maximum comfort. 


You can tut 
GOODFYEAR 


FOR LONG LIFE AND LASTING WEAR 
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